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HARRY LORREQUER. 



CHAPTER I. 

THE GENDABHE. 

I HAD fortunately sufficient influence upon my fair friends 
to persuade them to leave Calais early on the morning fol- 
lowing; and two hours before Rilkee had opened his eyes 
upon this mortal life we were far upon the road to Paris. 

Having thus far perfectly succeeded in my plot, my spirits 
rose rapidly, and I made every exertion to make the road 
appear short to my fellow-travellers. This part of France 
is unfortunately deficient in any interest from scenery; 
large undivided tracts of waving corn-fields, with a back- 
ground of apparently interminable forests, and occasion- 
ally, but rarely, the glimpse of some old time-worn chateau, 
with its pointed gable and terraced walk, are nearly all that 
the eye can detect in the intervals between the small towns 
and villages. Nothing, however, is " flat or unprofitable " 
to those who desire to make it otherwise; good health, good 
spirits, and fine weather are wonderful travelling compan- 
ions, and render one tolerably independent of the charms 
of scenery. Every mile that separated me from Calais, and 
took away the chance of being overtaken, added to my gay- 
ety, and I flatter myself that a happier party have rarely 
travelled that well-frequented road. 

We reached Abbeville to dinner, and adjourned to the 
beautiful little garden of the inn for our coffee; the even* 
ing was so delightful that I proposed to walk on the Paris 
road until the coming up of the carriage, which required a 
screw, or a washer, or some such trifle, as always occurs in 
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2 HABRY LORKEQUER. 

French posting. To this ''mamma" objected, she being 
tired; but added that Isabella and I might go on, and that 
she would take us up in half an hour. This was an arrange- 
ment so very agreeable and unlooked-for by me that I 
pressed Miss Bingham as far as I well could, and at last 
succeeded in overcoming her scruples and permitting me to 
shawl her. One has always a tremendous power of per- 
suasion with the uninitiated abroad, by a reference to a 
standard of manners and habits totally different from our 
own. Thus the talismanic words, "Oh! don't be shocked; 
remember you are in France," did more to satisfy my young 
friend's mind than all I could have said for an hour. Lit- 
tle did she know that in England only has an unmarried 
young lady any liberty, and that the standard of foreign 
propriety on this head is far, very far, more rigid than 
our own. 

"La premiere rue a gauche,'^ said an old man of whom I 
inquired the road. "JEtpuU?" added I. 

"And then quite straight; it is a chauss^e all the way, 
and you cannot mistake it." 

"Now for it, mademoiselle," said I. "Let us try if we 
cannot see a good deal of the country before the carriage 
comes up." 

We had soon left the town behind, and reached a beauti- 
fully shaded high-road, with blossoming fruit-trees and 
honeysuckle-covered cottages ; there had been several light 
showers during the day, and the air had all the fresh, fra- 
grant feeling of an autumn evening, so tranquillizing and 
calming that few there are who have not felt, at some time 
or other of their lives, its influence upon their minds. I 
fancied my fair companion did so, for as she walked beside 
me, her silence and the gentle pressure of her arm were far 
more eloquent than words. 

If that extraordinary flutter and flurry of sensations 
which will now and then seize you when walking upon a 
lonely country road with a pretty girl for your companion, 
whose arm is linked in yours, and whose thoughts, as far 
as you can guess, at least, are travelling the same path with 
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THE GENDABME. . 3 

your own, — if this be animal magnetism, or one of its 
phenomena, then do 1 swear by Mesmer. Whatever it be, 
delusion or otherwise, it has given me the brightest mo- 
ments of my life; these are the real "winged dreams" of 
pleasures which outlive others of more absorbing and actual 
interest at the time. After all, for how many of our hap- 
piest feelings are we indebted to the weakness of our 
nature? The man that is wise at nineteen, je lui en fats 
mes compliments^ but I assuredly do not envy him; and 
now, even now, when I number more years than I should 
like to "confess," rather than suffer the suspicious watch- 
fulness of age to creep on me, I prefer to "go on believ- 
ing," even though every hour of the day should show me 
duped and deceived. While I plead guilty to this impeach- 
ment, let me show, in mitigation, that it has its enjoy- 
ments. First, although I am the most constant and devoted 
man breathing, as a very cursory glance at these " Confes- 
sions " may prove, yet I have never been able to restrain 
myself from a propensity to make love merely as a pastime. 
The gambler that sits down to play cards or dice against 
himself may perhaps be the only person that can compre- 
hend this tendency of mine. We both of us are playing 
for nothing (or love, which I suppose is synonymous), we 
neither of us put forth our strength; for that very reason 
— and in fact, like the waiter at Vauxhall, who was com- 
plimented upon the dexterity with which he poured out the 
lemonade, and confessed that he spent his mornings "prac- 
t^ing with vater," — we pass a considerable portion of our 
lives in a mimic warfare which, if it seem unprofitable, is 
nevertheless pleasant. 

After all this long tirade, need I say how our walk pro- 
ceeded? We had fallen into a kind of discussion upon the 
singular intimacy which had so rapidly grown up between 
us, and which years long might have failed to engender. 
We attempted also to analyze the reasons for and the 
nature of the friendship thus so suddenly established, — a 
rather dangerous and difficult topic when the parties were 
both young, one eminently handJsome, and the other dis- 
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posed to be most agreeable. Oh! my dear young friends 
of either sex, whatever yonr feelings be for one another, 
keep them to yourselves; I know of nothing half so haz- 
ardous as that ^'comparing of notes" which sometimes 
happens. Analysis is a beautiful thing in mathematics 
or chemistry, but it makes sad havoc when applied to the 
"functions of the heart." 

"Mamma appears to have forgotten us," said Isabella, 
as she spoke, after walking for some time in silence beside 
me. 

"Oh I depend upon it the carriage has taken all this time 
to repair; but are you tired?" 

"Oh! by no means; the evening is delightful, but — " 
"Then perhaps you are ennuySe,*^ said I, half pettishly, 
to provoke a disclaimer, if possible. To this insidiously 
put query I received, as I deserved, no answer, and again 
we sauntered on without speaking. 

"To whom does that ch&teau belong, my old friend?" 
said I, addressing a man on the roadside. 
"To Monsieur le Marquis, sir," replied he. 
"But what 's his name, though?" 
"Ah! that I can't tell you," replied the man, again. 
There you may perceive how, even yet, in provincial 
France the old respect for the aristocracy still survives. 
It is sufficient that the possessor of that fine place is 
"Monsieur le Marquis; " but any other knowledge of who 
he is, and what, is superfluous. "How far are we from 
the next village, do you know?" 
"About a league." 

"Indeed! Why, I thought La Scarpe was quite near us." 
"Ah! you are thinking of the Amiens road." 
"Yes, of course; and is not this the Amiens road?" 
" Oh, no ! The Amiens road lies beyond those low hills 
to the right. You pass the turn at the first banriire.^^ 
"Is it possible we could have come wrong?" 
"Oh! Mr. Lorrequer, don't say so, I entreat of you." 
"And what road is this, then, my friend?" 
"This is the road to Albert and P^ronne." 
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'^ Unfortunately y I beliere he is quite right. Is there 
any cross-road from the Tillage before us now to the 
Amiens road?" 

^ Yes; you can reach it about two leagues hence." 

^And we can get a carriage at the inn, probably?" 

^'Ah! that I am not sure of. Perhaps at the Lion d'Qr 
you may." 

^But why not go back to Abbeville? " 

''Oh! Mrs. Bingham must have left long since, and 
'besides, you forget the distance; we have been walking 
two hours." 

"Xow for the village," said I as I drew my friend's 
arm closer within mine, and we set out in a fast walk. 

Isabella seemed terribly frightened at the whole affair; 
what her mamma might think, and what might be her 
fears at not finding us on the road, and a hundred other 
encouraging reflections of this nature, she poured forth 
unceasingly. As for myself, I did not know well what to 
think of it, my old fondness ever for adventure being suffi- 
ciently strong in me to give a relish to anything which bore 
the least resemblance to one. This I now concealed, and 
sympathized with my fair friend upon our mishap, assuring 
her at the same time that there could be no doubt of our 
overtaking Mrs. Bingham before her arrival at Amiens. 

''Ah! there is the village in the vaUey; how beautifully 
situated!" 

''Oh! I can't admire anything now, Mr. Lorrequer; I 
am so frightened." 

"But surely without cause," said I, looking tenderly 
beneath her bonnet. 

"Is this," she answered, "nothing?" And we walked 
on in silence again. 

On reaching the Lion d'Or we discovered that the only 
conveyance to be had was a species of open market-cart 
drawn by two horses, and in which it was necessary that 
my fair friend and myself should seat ourselves side by 
side upon straw. There was no choice; and as for Miss 
Bingham, I believe if an ass with panniers had presented 
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itself, she would have preferred it to remaining where she 
was. We therefore took our places, and she could not 
refrain from laughing as we set out upon our journey in 
this absurd equipage, every jolt of which threw us from 
side to side, and rendered every attention on my part 
requisite to prevent her being upset. 

After about two hours' travelling we arrived at the 
Amiens road and stopped at the barriere, I immediately 
inquired if a carriage had passed resembling Mrs. Bing- 
ham's, and learned that it had, about an hour before, and 
that the lady in it had been informed that two persons, 
like those she asked after, had been seen in a caleche driv- 
ing rapidly to Amiens, upon which she set out as fast as 
possible in pursuit. 

"Certainly," said I, "the plot is thickening; but for 
that unlucky mistake, she might in all probability have 
waited here for us. Amiens is only two leagues now, so 
our drive will not be long, and before six o'clock we shall 
all be laughing over the matter as a very good joke." 

On we rattled, and as the road became less frequented, 
and the shadows lengthened, I could not but wonder at the 
strange situations which the adventurous character of my 
life had so often involved me in. Meanwhile, my fair 
friend's spirits became more and more depressed, and it 
was not without the greatest difficulty I was enabled to 
support her courage. I assured her, and not altogether 
without reason, that though so often in my eventful caivier 
accidents were occurring which rendered it dubious and 
difficult to reach the goal I aimed at, yet the results had so 
often been more pleasant than I could have anticipated, 
that I always felt a kind of involuntary satisfaction at some 
apparent obstacle to my path, setting it down as some espe- 
cial means of fortune, to heighten the pleasure awaiting 
me; "And now," added I, "even here, perhaps, in this very 
mistake of our road, the sentiments I have heard, the feel- 
ings I have given utterance to — " What I was about to 
say, Heaven knows, — perhaps nothing less than a down- 
right proposal was coming; but at that critical moment a 
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gendarme rode up to the side of our wagon and suryeyed us 
with the peculiarly significant scowl his order is gifted 
with. After trotting alongside for a few seconds he ordered 
the driver to halt, and, turning abruptly to us, demanded 
our passports. Now, our passports were at that precise 
moment peaceably reposing in the side-pocket of Mrs. 
Bingham's carriage; I, therefore, explained to the gen- 
darme how we were circumstanced, and added that on 
arriving at Amiens the passports should he produced. To 
this he replied that all might be perfectly true, but he did 
not believe a word of it; that he had received an order for 
the apprehension of two English persons travelling that 
road; and that he should accordingly request our company 
back to Chantraine, the commUsaire of which place was 
his officer. 

"But why not take us to Amiens?" said I; "particu- 
larly when I tell you that we can there show our passports." 

"I belong to the Chantraine district," was the laconic 
answer; and like the gentleman who could not weep at the 
sermon because he belonged to another parish, this speci- 
men of a French Dogberry would not hear reason except in 
his own district. 

No arguments which I could think of had any effect upon 
him, and amid a volley of entreaty and imprecation, both 
equally vain, we saw ourselves turn back upon the road to 
Amiens, and set out at a round trot to*Chantraine, on the 
road to Calais. 

Poor Isabella, I really pitied her! Hitherto her courage 
had been principally sustained by the prospect of soon 
reaching Amiens; now there was no seeing where our 
adventure was to end. Besides that, actual fatigue from 
the wretched conveyance began to distress her, and she was 
scarcely able to support herself, though assisted by my 
arm. What a perilous position mine, — whispering con- 
solation and comfort to a pretty girl on a lonely road, the 
only person near being one who comprehended nothing of 
the language we spoke in ! Ah, how little do we know of 
fate, and how often do we despise circumstances that deter- 
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mine all our fortanes in the world I To think that a genr 
darme should have anything to do with my future lot in 
life, and that the real want of a passport to travel should 
involve the probable want of a license to marry. "Yes, 
it is quite in keeping," thought I, "with every step I have 
taken through life. I may be brought before the maire as 
a culprit, and leave him as a Benedict." 

On reaching the town, we were not permitted to drive to 
the inn, but at once conveyed to the house of the commis- 
saire, who was also the maire of the district. The 
worthy functionary was long since in bed, and it was only 
after ringing violently for *half an hour that a head, sur- 
mounted with a dirty cotton nightcap, peeped from an 
upper window, and seemed to survey the assemblage be- 
neath with patient attention. By this time a considerable 
crowd had collected from the neighboring ale-houses and 
cabarets, who deemed it a most fitting occasion to honor us 
with the most infernal yells and shouts, as indicating their 
love of justice and delight in detecting knavery; and that 
we were both involved in such suspicion we had not long 
to learn. Meanwhile, the poor old maire, who had been an 
emploj/4 in the stormy days of the Revolution and also 
under Napoleon, and who fully concurred with Swift that 
"a crowd is a mob, if composed even of bishops," firmly 
believing that the uproar beneath in the street was the 
announcement of a new change of affairs at Paris, deter- 
mined to be early in the field, and shouted, therefore, with 
all his lungs : " Vive la nation ! Vive la charte ! A ba>s les 
autres P^ A tremendous shout of laughter saluted this 
exhibition of unexpected republicanism, and the poor 
maire retired from the window, having learned his mistake, 
covered with shame and confusion. 

Before the mirth caused by this blunder had subsided, 
the door had opened, and we were ushered into the bureau, 
accompanied by the anxious crowd, all curious to know the 
particulars of our crime. 

The mair^ soon appeared, his nightcap being replaced by 
a small black-velvet skull-cap, and his lanky figure envel- 
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oped in a tarnished silk dressing-gown; lie permitted us to 
be seated while the gendarme recounte4 the suspicious cir- 
cumstances of our travelling, and produced the order to 
arrest an Englishman and his wife who had arrived in one 
of the late Boulogne packets, and who had carried off from 
some banking-house money and bills to a large amount. 

''I have no doubt these are the people," said the gen- 
darme ; '' and here is the carte descriptive. Let us compare 
it: ' Forty-two or forty-three years of age.' " 

^*1 trust, Monsieur le Maire," said I, overhearing this, 
''that ladies do not recognize me as so much.'' 

"'Of a pale and cadaverous aspect,'" continued the 
gendarme. 

"Civil and complimentary, certainly," added I. 

"* Squints much with the left eye.' Look at Monsieur 
le Maire, if you please, sir," said the gendarme. 

Upon this the old functionary, wiping his spectacles 
with a snuffy handkerchief, as if preparing them to exam- 
ine an eclipse of the sun, regarded me fixedly for several 
minutes, and said, "Oh, yes, I perceive it plainly; con- 
tinue the description." 

"* Five feet three inches,' " said the gendarme. 

"Six feet one in England, whatever this climate may 
have done since." 

"* Speaks broken and bad French.' " 

"Like a native," said I, — "at least, so said my friends 
in the Chaussee d'Antin in the year fifteen." 

Here the catalogue ended, and a short conference between 
the m^ire and the gendarme ensued, which ended in our 
being committed for examination on the morrow; mean- 
while, we were to remain at the inn under the surveillance 
of the gendarme. 

On reaching the inn my poor friend was so completely 
exhausted that she at once retired to her room, and I pro- 
ceeded to fulfil a promise I had made her to despatch a 
note to Mrs. Bingham at Amiens by a special messenger, 
acquainting her with all our mishaps and requesting her to 
come or send to our assistance. This done, and a good 
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supper smoking before me, of which, with difficulty, I per- 
suaded Isabella to partake in her own room, I again 
regained my equanimity, and felt once more at ease. 

The gendarme in whose guardianship I had been left 
was a fine specimen of his caste, — a large and powerfully 
built man of about fifty, with an enormous beard of grizzly 
brown and gray hair, meeting above and beneath his nether 
lip; his eyebrows were heavy and beetling, and nearly con- 
cealed his sharp gray eyes, while a deep sabre-wound had 
left upon his cheek a long white scar, giving a most war- 
like and ferocious look to his features. 

As he sat apart from me for some time, silent and 
motionless, I could not help imagining in how many a 
hard-fought day he had borne a part, for he evidently, 
from his age and bearing, had been one of the soldiers of 
the Empire. I invited him to partake of my bottle of 
Medoc, by which he seemed flattered. When the flask 
became low, and was replaced by another, he appeared to 
have lost much of his constrained air, and seemed forget- 
ting rapidly the suspicious circumstances which he sup- 
posed attached to me, waxed wondrous confidential and 
communicative, condescending to impart some traits of a 
life which was not without its vicissitudes, for he had 
been, as I suspected, one of the " Garde, " — the old Garde, 
— was wounded at Marengo, and received his decoration on 
the field of Wagram from the hands of the Emperor him- 
self. The headlong enthusiasm of attachment to Napoleon 
which his brief and stormy career elicited, even from those 
who suffered long and deeply in his behalf, is not one of 
the least singular circumstances which this portion of his- 
tory displays. While the rigors of the conscription had 
invaded every family in France, from Normandy to La 
Vendee ; while the untitled fields, the ruined granaries, the 
half -deserted villages, all attested the depopulation of the 
land, — those talismanic words, V Empereur et la Gloire, by 
some magic mechanism seemed all-sufficient, not only to 
repress regret and suffering, but even stimulate pride and 
nourish valor; and even yet, when it might be supposed 
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thaty like the brilliant spectacle of a magic lantern^ the 
gaudy pageant had passed away, leaving only the darkness 
and desolation behind it, the memory of those days under 
the Empire survives untarnished and unimpaired, and 
every sacrifice of friends or fortune is accounted but little 
in the balance when the honor of la belle France and the 
triumphs of the grande armee are weighed against them. 
The infatuated and enthusiastic followers of this great man 
would seem, in some respects, to resemble the drunkard in 
the vaudeville, who alleged as his excuse for drinking, that 
whenever he was sober, his poverty disgusted him. " My 
cabin," said he, "is a cell, my wife a mass of old rags, my 
child a wretched object of misery and malady. But give 
me brandy, let me only have that, and then my hut is a 
palace, my wife is a princess, and my child the very picture 
of health and happiness." So with these people, — intoxi- 
cated with the triumphs of their nation, tete rnontee with 
victory, they cannot exist in the horror of sobriety which 
peace necessarily enforces ; and whenever the subject turns 
in conversation upon the distresses of the time or the evil 
prospects of the country, they call out, not, like the drunk- 
ard, for brandy, but in the same spirit they say, "Ah, if 
you would again see France flourishing and happy, let us 
once more have our croix d*honneury our epaulets, our vol- 
untary contributions, our Murillos, our Velasquez, our 
spoils from Venice, and our increased territories to rule 
over." This is the language of the Bonapartist everywhere 
and at all seasons ; and the mass of the nation is wonder- 
fully disposed to participate in the sentiment. The Empire 
was the "iEneid" of the nation, and Napoleon the only 
hero they could believe in. You may satisfy yourself of 
this easily. Every cafe will give evidence of it, every 
society bears testimony to it, and even the most wretched 
vaudeville, however trivial the interest, however meagre 
the story and poor the diction, let the Emperor but have 
his role, let him be as laconic as possible, carry his hands 
behind his back, wear the well-known low cocked hat and 
the redingote grise, the success is certain, every sentence he 
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utters is applauded^ and not a single allusion to the Pyra- 
mids^ the sun of Austerlitz, la gloirej et la Vieille Garde, 
but is sure to bring down thunders of acclamation. But I 
am forgetting myself, and perhaps my reader too; the con- 
versation of the old gendarme accidentally led me into 
reflections like these, and he was well calculated in many 
ways to call them forth. His devoted attachment, his per- 
sonal love of the Emperor, of which he gave me some touch- 
ing instances, was admirably illustrated by an incident 
which I am inclined to tell, and hope it may amuse the 
reader as much as it did myself on hearing it. 

When Napoleon had taken possession of the papal 
dominions, as he virtually did, and carried off the pope, 
Pius VI., to Paris, this old soldier, then a musketeer in 
the Garde, formed part of the company that mounted guard 
over the holy father. During the earlier months of the 
holy father's confinement he was at liberty to leave his 
apartments at any hour he pleased, and cross the court- 
yard of the palace to the chapel where he performed mass. 
At such moments the portion of the Imperial Guard then 
on duty stood under arms, and received from the august 
hand of the pope his benediction as he passed. But one 
morning a hasty express arrived from the Tuileries, and 
the officer on duty communicated his instructions to his 
party that the apostolic vicar was not to be permitted to 
pass, as heretofore, to the chapel, and that a most rigid 
superintendence was to be exercised over his movements. 
My poor companion had his turn for duty on that ill-starred 
day ; he had not been long at his post when the sound of 
footsteps was heard approaching, and he soon saw the pro- 
cession, which always attended the holy father to his 
devotions, advancing towards him. He immediately placed 
himself across the passage, and with his musket in rest, 
barred the exit, declaring at the same time that such were 
his orders. In vain the priests who formed the cortege 
addressed themselves t.o his heart and spoke to his feel- 
ings, and at last, finding little success by these methods, 
explained to him the mortal sin and crime, for which eter- 
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nal damnation itself might not be a too heavy retribution, 
if he persisted in preventing his Holiness to pass, and thus 
be the means of opposing an obstacle to the head of the 
whole Catholic Church from celebrating the mass. The 
soldier remained firm and unmoved, the only answer he re- 
turned being that he had his orders, and dared not disobey 
them. The pope, however, persisted in his resolution, and 
endeavored to get by, when the hardy veteran retreated 
a step, and placing his musket and bayonet at the charge, 
called out, "-4u nom de VEmpereur^^^ when the pious party 
at last yielded, and slowly retired within the palace. 

Not many days after, this severe restriction was recalled, 
and once more the father was permitted to go to and from 
the chapel of the palace at such times as he pleased, and 
again, as before, in passing the corridor, the guards pre- 
sented arms and received the holy benediction, — all except 
one; upon him the head of the Church frowned severely 
and turned his back, while extending his pious hands 
towards the others. "And yet," said the poor fellow, in 
concluding his story, — "and yet I could not have done 
otherwise. I had my orders, and must have followed 
them; and had the Emperor commanded it, I should have 
run my bayonet through the body of . the holy father 
himself. 

"Thus you see, my dear sir, how I have loved the 
Emperor, for I have many a day stood under fire for him 
in this world, et il faut que j'aime encore aw feu pour lui 
aprls ma mort,^^ 

He received in good part the consolations I offered him 
on this head; but I plainly saw they did not, could ^ot, 
relieve his mind from the horrible conviction he lay under, 
— that his soul's safety forever had been bartered for his 
attachment to the Emperor. 

This story had brought us to the end of the third bottle 
of M^doc; and as I was neither the pope, nor had any very 
decided intentions of saying mass, he offered no obstacle to 
my retiring for the night and betsiking myself to my bed. 



CHAPTEE n. 

THE INN AT CHANTRAINE. 

When contrasted with the comforts of an English bed- 
room in a good hotel, how miserably short does the appear- 
ance of a French one fall in the estimation of the tired 
traveller! In exchange for the carpeted floor, the well- 
curtained windows, the richly-tapestried bed, the well- 
cushioned armchair, and the innumerable other luxuries 
which await him, he has nought but a narrow, uncurtained 
bed, a bare floor (occasionally a flagged one), three hard 
cane-bottomed chairs, and a looking-glass which may con- 
vey an idea of how you would look under the combined 
influence of the cholera and a stroke of apoplexy, one half 
of your face being twice the length of the other, and the 
entire of it of a bluish-green tint, — pretty enough in one 
of Turner's landscapes, but not at all becoming when ap- 
plied to the "human face divine." Let no late arrival 
from the Continent contradict me here by his late experi- 
ences, which a stray twenty pounds and the railroads (con- 
found them for the same!) have enabled him to acquire. I 
speak of matters before it occurred to all Charing Cross 
and Cheapside to "take the water'' between Dover and 
Calais, and inundate the world with the wit of the Cider 
Cellars and the Hole in the Wall. Kol In the days I 
write of, the travelled were of another genus, and you 
might dine at Vary's, or have your box at Les Italiens, 
without being dunned by your tailor at the one, or con- 
fronted with your washerwoman at the other. Perhaps I 
have written all this in the spite and malice of a man who 
feels that his sovereign only goes half as far now as here- 
tofore, and attributes all his diminished enjoyments and 
restricted luxuries to the unceasing current of his country- 
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men^ whom fate and the law of imprisonment for debt 
impel hither. Whether I am so far guilty or not, is not 
now the question; suffice it to say that Harry Lorrequer, 
for reasons best known to himself, lives abroad, where he 
will be most happy to sec any of his old and former friends 
who take his quarters en route ; and in the words of a belli- 
cose brother of the pen, but in a far different spirit, he 
would add '^ that any person who feels himself here alluded 
to may learn the author's address at his publisher's." 
"Now let us go back to our muttons,'' as Barney Coyle 
used to say in the Dublin Library formerly, — for Barney 
was fond of French allusions, which occasionally, too, he 
gave in their own tongue; as once describing an interview 
with Lord Cloncurry, in which he broke off suddenly the 
conference, adding, "I told him I never could consent to 
such a proposition, and putting my ch&teau (chapeau) on 
my head, I left the house at once." 

It was nearly three o'clock in the morning as, accom- 
panied by the waiter, who, like others of his tribe, had 
become a kind of somnambulist ex officio^ I wended my 
way up one flight of stairs, and down another, along a nar- 
row corridor, down two steps, through an ante-chamber, 
and into another corridor to No. 82, my habitation for the 
night. Why I should have been so far conducted from the 
habitable portion of the house I had spent my evening in, 
I leave the learned in such matters to explain; as for me, 
I have ever remarked it, while asking for a chamber in a 
large, roomy hotel, the singular pride with which you are 
ushered up grand staircases, down passages, through corri- 
dors, and up narrow back flights till the blue sky is seen 
through the skylight, to No. 199, "the only spare bedroom 
in the house," while the silence and desolation of the whole 
establishment would seem to imply far otherwise, — the 
only evidence of occupation being a pair of dirty Welling- 
tons at the door of No. 7. 

"Well, we have arrived at last," said I, drawing a deep 
sigh as I threw myself upon a rickety chair and surveyed 
rapidly my meagre-looking apartment. 



i 



16 HABBT LOBREQUEB. 

"Yes, this is Monsieur's chamber," said the waiter, with 
a very peculiar look, half servile, half droll. ^^ Madame 
cauche No. 28." 

"Very well, good night I" said I, closing the door has- 
tily, and not liking the further scrutiny of the fellow's eye 
as he fastened it on me, as if to search what precise degree 
of relationship existed between myself and my fair friend, 
whom he had called " madame " purposely to elicit an ob- 
servation from me. "Ten to one, though," said I, as I 
undressed myself, " but they think she is my wife. How 
good! But again — Ay, it is very possible, considering 
we are in France. Num4ro vingt-huit, — quite far enough 
from this part of the house, I should suppose, from my 
number. That old gendarme was a fine fellow. What 
strong attachment to Napoleon ! and the story of the pope, 
— I hope I may remember that. Isabella, poor girl, this 
adventure must really distress her, — hope she is not cry- 
ing over it. What a devil of a hard bed ! — and it is not 
five feet long, too. And bless my soul, is this all by way 
of covering? Why, I shall be perished here! Oh! I must 
certainly put all my clothes over me in addition; unfortu- 
nately there is no hearth-rug. Well, there is no help for 
it now, so let me try to sleep, — numero vingt-huit." 

How long I remained in a kind of uneasy, fitful slumber, 
I cannot tell; but I awoke shivering with cold, puzzled to 
tell where I was, and my brain addled with the broken 
fragments of half-a-dozen dreams, all mingling and mixing 
themselves with the unpleasant realities of my situation. 
"What an infernal contrivance for a bed," thought I, as my 
head came thump against the top, while my legs projected 
far beyond the foot-rail, the miserable portion of clothing 
over me at the same time being only sufficient to temper 
the night air, which in autumn is occasionally severe and 
cutting. " This will never do. I must ring the bell and 
rouse the house, if only to get a fire, if they don't possess 
such a thing as blankets." I immediately rose, and grop- 
ing my way along the wall, endeavored to discover the bell, 
but in vain; and for the same satisfactory reason that Von 
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Troil did not devote one chapter of his work on Iceland to 
" snakes, " — because there were none such there. What was 
now to be done? About the geography of my present abode 
I knew, perhaps, as much as the public at large know about 
the Coppermine River and Behring's Straits. The world, 
it was true, was before me, "where to choose," — admirable 
things for an epic, but decidedly an unfortunate circum- 
stance for a very cold gentleman in search of a blanket. 
Thus thinking, I opened the door of my chamber, and not in 
any way resolved how I should proceed, I stepped forth 
into the long corridor, which was dark as midnight itself. 

Tracing my path along the wall, I soon reached a door, 
which I in vain attempted to open; in another moment I 
found another and another, each of which was locked. 
Thus along the entire corridor I felt my way, making every 
effort to discover where any of the people of the house 
might have concealed themselves, but without success. 
What was to be done now? It was of no use to go back 
to my late abode, and find it comfortless as I left it, so I 
resolved to proceed in my search; by this time I had 
arrived at the top of a small flight of stairs which I 
remembered having come up, and which led to another 
long passage similar to the one I had explored, but running 
in a transverse direction ; down this I now crept and reached 
the landing, along the wall of which I was guided by my 
hand, as well for safety as to discover the architrave of 
some friendly door where the inhabitant might be suffi- 
ciently Samaritan to lend some portion of his bedclothes. 
Door after door followed in succession along this con- 
founded passage, which I began to think as long as the 
gallery of the lower one; at last, however, just as my heart 
was sinking within me from disappointment, the haiidle of 
a lock turned, and I found myself inside a chamber. How 
was I now to proceed? For if this apartment did not con- 
tain any of the people of the hotel, I had but a sorry ex- 
cuse for disturbing the repose of any traveller who might 
have been more fortunate than myself in the article of 
blankets. To go back, however, would be absurd, having 
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already taken so much trouble to find out a room that was 
inhabited^ — for that such was the case, a short, thick 
snore assured me, — so that my resolve was at once made 
to waken the sleeper and endeavor to interest him in my 
destitute situation. I accordingly approached the place 
where the nasal sounds seemed to issue from, and soon 
reached the post of a bed. I waited for an instant, and 
then began, — 

** MoTisieur, voulez-vous hien mepermettre — " 

''As to short whist, I never could make it out, so there 
is an end of it," said my unknown friend, in a low, husky 
voice, which, strangely enough, was not totally unfamiliar 
to me; but when or how I had heard it before I could not 
then think. 

•'Well," thought I, "he is an Englishman, at all events, 
so I hope his patriotism may forgive my intrusion; so here 
goes once more to rouse him, though he seems a confoimd- 
edly heavy sleeper. — I beg your pardon, sir, but unfortu- 
nately, in a point like the present, perhaps — " 

" Well, do you mark the points, and I '11 score the rub- 
ber," said he. 

"The devil take the gambling fellow's dreaming!" 
thought I, raising my voice at the same time. " Perhaps 
a cold night, sir, miy suffice as my apology." 

"Cold? Oh, ay! put a hot poker in it," muttered he; 
"a hot poker, a little sugar, and a spice of nutmeg, — 
nothing else, — then it 's delicious." 

"Upon my soul, this is too bad," said I to myself. "Let 
us see what shaking will do. — Sir, sir, I shall feel obliged 
by-" 

" Well, then, don't shake me, and I '11 tell you where I 
hid the cigars, — they are under my straw hat in the 
window." 

"Well, really," thought I, "if this gentleman's confes- 
sions were of an interesting nature, this might be good 
fun ; but as the night is cold, I must shorten the seance, so 
here goes for one effort more. — If, sir, you could kindly 
spare me even a small portion of your bed-clothes — " 
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''No, thank you, no more wine, but I '11 sing with pleas- 
ure;" and here the wretch, in something like the voice of 
a frog with the quinsy, began: '* ' I 'd mourn the hopes that 
leave me."* 

"You shall mourn something else for the same reason," 
said I, as, losing all patience, I seized quilt and blankets 
by the corner, and with one vigorous pull wrenched them 
from the bed and darted from the room. In a second I 
was in the corridor, trailing my spoil behind, which in my 
haste I had not time to collect in a bundle. I flew rather 
than ran along the passage, reached the stairs, and in an- 
other minute had gained the second gallery, but not before 
I heard the slam of a door behind me, and the same instant 
the footsteps of & person running along the corridor, who 
could be no other than my pursuer, effectually aroused by 
my last appeal to his charity. I darted along the dark and 
narrow passage, but soon to my horror discovered that I 
must have passed the door of my chamber; for I had reached 
the foot of a narrow back stair which led to the ^renter and 
the servants' rooms, beneath the roof. To turn now would 
only have led me plump in the face of my injured country^ 
man, of whose thew and sinew I was perfectly ignorant, 
and did not much like to venture upon. There was little 
time for reflection, for he had just reached the top of the 
stair, and was evidently listening for some clew to guide 
him on; stealthily and silently, and scarcely drawing 
breath, I mounted the narrow stairs step by step, but 
before I had arrived at the landing, he heard the rustle 
of the bedclothes and again gave chase. There was some- 
thing in the unrelenting ardor of his pursuit which sug- 
gested to my mind the idea of a most uncompromising foe; 
and as fear added speed to my steps, I dashed along be- 
neath the low-roofed passage, wondering what chance of 
escape might yet present itself. Just at this instant the 
hand by which I had guided myself along the wall touched 
the handle of a door, I turned it, it opened, I drew in my 
precious bundle, and closing the door noiselessly, sat down, 
breathless and still, upon the floor. 
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Scarcely was this, the work of a second, accomplished, 
when the heavy tread of my pursuer resounded on the floor. 

" Upon my conscience it 's strange if I have n*t you now, 
my friend," said he; "you're in a cul-de-sac here, as they 
say, if I know anything of the house; and faith, I '11 make 
a salad of you when I get you, that 's all. Devil a dirtier 
trick ever I heard tell of." 

Need I say these words had the true smack of an Irish 
accent? — which circumstance, from whatever cause, did 
not by any means tend to assuage my fears in the event 
of discovery. 

However, from such a misfortune my good genius now 
delivered me ; for after traversing the passage to the end, 
he at last discovered another, which led by a long flight to 
the second story, down which he proceeded, venting at 
every step his determination for vengeance, and his resolu- 
tion not to desist from the pursuit if it took the entire night 
for it, 

"Well now," thought I, "as he will scarcely venture up 
here again, and as I may, by leaving this, be only incurring 
the risk of encountering him, my best plan is to stay where 
I am, if it be possible." With this intent, I proceeded to 
explore the apartment, which from its perfect stillness I 
concluded to be unoccupied. After some few minutes' 
groping I reached a low bed, fortunately empty; and 
although the touch of the bedclothes led to no very favor- 
able augury of its neatness or elegance, there was little 
choice at this moment, so I rolled myself up in my recent 
booty and resolved to wait patiently for daybreak to regain 
my apartment. 

As always happens in such circumstances, sleep came on 
unawares, — so, at least, every one's experience, I am sure, 
can testify, that if you are forced to wake early to start by 
some morning coach, and that unfortunately you have not 
got to bed till late at night, the chances are ten to one that 
you get no sleep whatever, simply because you are desirous 
of it; but make up your mind ever so resolutely that you '11 
not slumber, and whether your determination be built on 
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motives of propriety, duty, convenience, or health,, the 
chances are just as strong that you are sound and snoring 
before ten minutes. 

How many a man has found it impossible, with every 
effort of his heart and brain aiding his good wishes, to sit 
with unclosed eyes and ears through a dull sermon in the 
dog-days ! How many an expectant, longing heir has yielded 
to the drowsy influence when endeavoring to look contrite 
under the severe correction of a lecture on extravagance 
from his uncle I Who has not felt the irresistible tendency 
to "drop off" in the half-hour before dinner at a stupid 
country-house? I need not catalogue the thousand other 
situations in life infinitely more "sleep-compelling" than 
morphine; for myself, my pleasantest and soundest mo- 
ments of perfect forgetfulness of this dreary world and all 
its cares have been taken on an oaken bench, seated bolt 
upright, and vis-a-via a lecturer on botany, whose calming 
accents, united with the softened light of an autumnal day, 
piercing its difficult rays through the narrow and cobwebbed 
windows, the odor of the recent plants and flowers aiding 
and abetting, all combined to steep the soul in sleep, and 
you sank by imperceptible and gradual steps into that state 
of easy slumber in which "come no dreams," and the last 
sounds of the lecturer's "hypogenous and perigenous " died 
away, becoming beautifully less, till your senses sank into 
rest, the syllable "rigging us — rigging us," seeming to 
melt away in the distance and fade from your memory. 
Peace be with you, Dr. A. I If I owe gratitude anywhere, 
I have my debt with you. The very memory 1 bear of you 
has saved me no inconsiderable sum in hop and henbane. 
Without any assistance from the sciences on the present 
occasion, I was soon asleep, and woke not till the cracking 
of whips and trampling of horses' feet on the pavement of 
the coach-yard apprised me that the world had risen to its 
daily labor, and that so ought I. From the short survey of 
my present chamber which I took on waking, I conjectured 
it must have been the den of some of the servants of the 
house upon occasion. Two low truckle-beds of the meanest 
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description lay along the wall opposite to mine; one of 
them appeared to have been slept in during the past night, 
but by what species of animal the Fates alone can tell. An 
old demi-peak saddle capped and tipped with brass, some 
rusty bits and stray stirrup-irons, lay here and there upon 
the floor; while upon a species of clothes-rack, attached to 
a rafter, hung a tarnished suit of postilion's livery, cap, 
jacket, leathers, and jack-boots, all ready for use, and evi- 
dently, from their arrangement, supposed by the owner to 
be a rather creditable **turn out." 

I turned over these singular habiliments with much of 
the curiosity with which an antiquary would survey a suit 
of chain-armor; the long epaulets of yellow cotton cord, 
the heavy belt with its brass buckle, the cumbrous boots, 
plaited and bound with iron-like churns, were in rather a 
ludicrous contrast to the equipment of omr light and jockey- 
like boys, in nankeen jackets and neat tops, that spin along 
over our level ** Macadam." 

"But," thought I, **it is full time I should get back to 
No. 82 and make my appearance below stairs; " though in 
what part of the building my room lay, and how I was to 
reach it without my clothes, I had not the slightest idea. 
A blanket is an exceedingly comfortable article of wearing 
apparel when in bed, but as a walking costume is by no 
means convenient or appropriate; while as to making a 
Hortie en sauvage^ however appropriate during the night, 
there were many serious objections if done in broad day, 
and with the whole establishment awake and active. The 
noise of mopping, scrubbing, and polishing, which is eter- 
nally going forward in a foreign inn, amply testified there 
was nothing which I could adopt in my present naked and 
forlorn condition save the uncouth and ridiculous dress of 
the postilion; and 1 need not say the thought of so doing 
presented nothing agreeable. I looked from the narrow 
window out upon the tiled roof, but without any prospect 
of being heard if I called ever so loudly. 

The infernal noise of floor-cleansing, assisted by a Nor- 
man peasant's chanson dti paysy the "time" being well 
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marked by her heavy sabots, gave even less chance to me 
within; so that after more than half an hour passed in 
weighing difficulties and canvassing plans, I determined 
upon donning "the blue and yellow" and setting out for 
my own room without delay, hoping sincerely that, with 
proper precaution, I should be able to reach it unseen and 
unobserved. 

As I laid but little stress upon the figure I should make 
in my new habiliments, it did not cause me much mortifica- 
tion to find that the clothes were considerably too small, 
the jacket scarcely coming beneath my arms, and the 
sleeves being so short that my hands and wrists projected 
beyond the cuffs like two enormous claws; the leathers 
were also limited in their length, and when drawn up to 
a proper height, permitted my knees to be seen beneath, 
like the short costume of a Spanish torreador, but scarcely 
BS graceful. Not wishing to encumber myself in the heavy 
and noisy masses of wood, iron, and leather they call les 
bottes fortes, I slipped my feet into my slippers and stole 
gently from the room. How I must have looked at the 
moment, I leave my reader to guess, as with anxious and 
stealthy pace I crept along the low gallery that led to the 
narrow staircase, down which I proceeded step by step; 
but just as I reached the bottom, perceived, a little dis- 
tance from me, with her back turned towards me, a short, 
squat peasant on her knees belaboring with a brush the 
well-waxed floor. To pass, therefore, unobserved was im- 
possible, so that I did not hesitate to address her, and 
endeavor to interest her in my behalf and enlist her as my 
guide. 

^^ Bon jour, ma chire," said I, in a soft, insinuating tone. 
She did not hear me, so I repeated, " Bon jour, ma chere, 
bonjour," 

Upon this she turned round, and looking fixedly at me 
for a second, called out in a thick patois, "Ah, bon Dieu, 
qu'il est drole comme ga, Francois/ Mais ce n^est pas 
Francois I " Saying which, she sprang from her kneeling 
position to her feet, and with a speed that her shape and 
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sabots seemed little to promise, rushed down the stairs as 
if she had seen the deyil himself. 

"Why, what is the matter with the woman?*' said I. 
"Surely, if I am not Francois, — which, Grod be thanked, 
is true, — yet I cannot look so frightful as all this would 
imply." I had not much time given me for consideration 
now, for before I had well deciphered the number over a 
door before me, the loud noise of several voices on the 
floor beneath attracted my attention, and the moment after, 
the heavy tramp of feet followed, and in an instant the 
gallery was thronged by the men and women of the house, 
— waiters, ostlers, cooks, scullions, filles de chambre^ min- 
gled with gendarmes f peasants, and townspeople, — all 
eagerly forcing their way upstairs; yet all, on arriving 
at the landing-place, seemed disposed to keep at a respect- 
ful distance, and bundled themselves at one end of the cor- 
ridor, while I, feelingly alive to the ridiculous appearance 
I made, occupied the other. The gravity with which they 
seemed at first disposed to regard me soon gave way, and 
peal after peal of laughter broke out, and young and old, 
men and women, even to the most severe gendarmes^ all 
appeared incapable of controlling the desire for merriment 
my most singular figure inspired. And unfortunately this 
emotion seemed to promise no very speedy conclusion; for 
the jokes and witticisms made upon my appearance threat- 
ened to renew the festivities ad libitum. 

^^Regardez done ses epaules,^^ said one. 

"-4A, mon Dieuf II me fait Videe d'une grenouille avec 
ses jambes jauneSf^' cried another. 

"/Z vaut son pesant de fromage pour un vaudeville," said 
the director of the strolling theatre of the place. "I'll 
give seventy francs a week d^appointementSy and Scribe shall 
write a piece expressly for himself, if he '11 take it." 

"May the devil fly away with your grinning baboon 
faces ! " said I, as I rushed up the stairs again, pursued by 
the mob at full cry. Scarcely, however, had I reached the 
top step when the rough hand of the gendarme seized me 
by the shoulder, while he said in a low, husky voice, 
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"Cett inutile, monsUur, 70U cannot escape. The thii^ 
was well contrived, it is true ; bnt the pendarmet of France 
are not easily outwitted, and you could not have long 
avoided detection, even in that drees." It was my turn 
to laugh now, which, to their very great amazement, I did, 
loud and long. That I should have thought my present 
costume could ever have been the means of screening me 
from observation, however it might have been calculated to 
attract it, was rather too absurd a supposition even for the 
mayor of a village to entertain; besides, it only now 
occurred to me that I was figuring in the character of a 
prisoner. The continued peals of laughing which this mis- 
take on their part elicited from me seemed to afford but 
slight pleasure to my captor, who gnifly said, — 

"When you have done amusing yourself, mtm ami, per- 
haps you will do us the favor to come before, the mayor." 

"Certainly," I replied; "but you will first permit me to 
resume my own clothes. I am quite sick of masquerading 
en postilion." 

" Not so fast, my friend, " said the suspicious old follower 
of Fouch^, — " not so fast; it is but right the maire should 
see yon in the disguise you attempted your escape in. It 
must be especially mentioned in the proeig'-verbal." 

"Well, this is becoming too ludicrous," said I. "It need 
not take five minutes to satisfy you why, how, and where 
I put on these confounded rags — " 

"Then tell it to the maire, at the bureau." 

"But for that purpose it is not necessary I should be 
conducted through the streets in broad day, to be laughed 
at. No, positively, I '11 not go. In my own dress I '11 
accompany you with pleasure." 

"Victor, Henri, Guillaumel" said the ^emfarme, address- 
ing his companions, who immediately closed riiiirul me, 
"You see," added he, "there is no use in resisting." 

Need I recount my own shame and ineffable dUgrace? 
AlasI it is too, too true. Harry Lorrequer — whom Stultz 
entreated to wear his coats, the ornament of Hyde Park, 
the last appeal in dress, fashion, and equipage — wafi 
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obliged to parade through the mob of a market*town in 
France, with four gendarmes for his companions, and he 
himself habited in a mongrel character, half postilion, half 
Delaware Indian. The incessant yells of laughter, the 
screams of the children, and the outpouring of every 
species of sarcasm and ridicule at my expense were not 
all; for as I emerged from the inn-door I saw Isabella in 
the window. Her eyes were red with weeping, but no 
sooner had she beheld me than she broke out into a fit of 
laughter that was audible even in the street. 

Kage had now taken such a hold upon me that I forgot 
my ridiculous appearance in my thirst for vengeance. I 
marched on through the grinning crowd with the step of a 
martyr. I suppose my heroic bearing and warlike deport- 
ment must have heightened the drollery of the scene, for 
the devils only laughed the more. The bureau of the maire 
could not contain one tenth of the anxious and curious indi- 
viduals who thronged the entrance, and for about twenty 
minutes the whole efforts of the gendarmes were little 
enough to keep order and maintain silence. At length the 
maire made his appearance ; and accustomed as he had been 
for a long life to scenes of an absurd and extraordinary 
nature, yet the ridicule of my look and costume was too 
much, and he laughed outright. This was of course the 
signal for renewed mirth from the crowd, while those with- 
out doors, infected by the example, took up the jest, and I 
had the pleasure of a short calculation, a la Babbage, of 
how many maxillary jaws were at that same moment wag- 
ging at my expense. 

However, the examination commenced; and I at length 
obtained an opportunity of explaining under what circum- 
stances I had left my room, and how and why I had been 
induced to don this confounded cause of all my misery. 

"This may be very true," said the mayor, "as it is very 
plausible, if you have evidence to prove what you have 
stated — " 

" If it 's evidence only is wanting, Mr. Maire, I '11 con- 
firm one part of the story," said a voice in the crowd, in an 
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accent and tone that assured me the speaker was the injured 
proprietor of the stolen blankets. I turned round hastily 
to look at my yictim, and what was my surprise to recog- 
nize a yeiy old Dublin acquaintance^ Mr. Arthur O'Leary. 
"Good morning, Mr. Lorrequer," said he. "This is 
mighty like our old practices in College Green; but upon 
my conscience the maire has the advantage of Gabbet. 
It 's lucky for you I know his worship, as we 'd call him at 
home, or this might be a serious business. Nothing would 
persuade them that you were not Lucien Bonaparte, or the 
Iron Mask, or something of that sort, if they took it into 
their heads." 

Mr. O'Leary was as good as his word. In a species of 
French that I 'd venture to say would be perfectly intelli- 
gible in Mullingar, he contrived to explain to the maire 
that I was neither a runaway nor a swindler, but a very old 
friend of his, and consequently most respectable. The offi- 
cial was now as profuse of his civilities as he had before 
been of his suspicions, and most hospitably pressed us to 
stay for breakfast. This, for many reasons, I was obliged 
to decline, — not the least of which was my impatience to 
get out of my present costume. We accordingly procured 
a carriage and I returned to the hotel, screened from 
the gaze but still accompanied by the shouts of the mob, 
who evidently took a most lively interest in the entire 
proceeding. 

I lost no time in changing my costume, and was about to 
descend to the salon, when the master of the house came 
to inform me that Mrs. Bingham's courier had arrived with 
the carriage, and that she expected us at Amiens as soon as 
possible. 

"That is all right. Now, Mr. O'Leary, I must pray you 
to forgive the liberty I have taken with you, and also per- 
mit me to defer the explanation of many circumstances 
which seem at present strange, till — " 

" Till sine die, if the story be a long one, my dear sir. 
There 's nothing I hate so much, except cold punclu" 
"You are going to Paris," said I, "is it not so?" 
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'^ YeSy I 'm thinking of it. I was up at Trolhatteni in 
Norway, three weeks ago, and I was obliged to leave it 
hastily, for I 'ye an appointment with a friend in Greneva." 

" Then how do you travel? " 

" On foot, just as you see, except that I have a tobacco- 
bag upstairs and an umbrella." 

'^ Light equipment, certainly; but you must allow me to 
give you a set down as far as Amiens, and also to present 
you to my friends there." 

To this Mr. O'Leary made no objection; and as Miss 
Bingham could not bear any delay, in her anxiety to join 
her mother, we set out at once, — the only thing to mar my 
full enjoyment at the moment being the sight of the identi- 
cal vestments I had so lately figured in, bobbing up and 
down before my eyes for the whole length of the stage, and 
leading to innumerable mischievous allusions from my 
friend Mr. O'Leary, which were far too much relished by 
my fair companion. 

At twelve we arrived at Amiens, when I presented my 
friend Mr. O'Leary to Mrs. Bingham. 



CHAPTER in. 
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At the conclusion of my last chapter I was about to 
introduce to my reader's acquaintance my friend Mr. 
O'Leary; and as he is destined to occupy some place in 
the history of these "Confessions," I may perhaps be per- 
mitted to do so at more length than his intrinsic merit at 
first sight might appear to warrant. 

Mr. O'Leary was, and I am induced to believe is, a par- 
ticularly short, fat, greasy -looking gentleman, with a head 
as free from phrenological deyelopment as a billiard-ball, 
and a countenance which, in feature and color, nearly re- 
sembled the face of a cherub carved in oak as we see them 
in old pulpits. 

Short as is his stature, his limbs compose the least part 
of it. His hands and feet, forming some compensation by 
their ample proportions, give to his entire air and appear- 
ance somewhat the look of a small fish, with short, thick 
fins, vulgarly called a cobbler's thumb. His voice, varying 
in cadence from a deep baritone to a high falsetto, main- 
tains throughout the distinctive characteristic of a Dublin 
accent and pronunciation, and he talks of the "Yeel of 
Ovoca," and a "beef-^^eeA;," with some pride of intonation. 
What part of the Island he came originally from, or what 
may be his age, are questions I have the most profound 
ignorance of; I have heard many anecdotes which would 
imply his being what the French call d^un Age mur, but 
his own observations are generally limited to events occur- 
ring since the peace of "fifteen." To his personal attrac- 
tions, such as they are, he has never been solicitous of 
contributing by the meretricious aids of dress. His coat, 
calculating from its length of waist and ample skirt, would 
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fit Bumbo Green, while his trousers, being made of some 
cheap and shrinking material, have gradually contracted 
their limits, and look now exactly like knee-breeches, 
without the usual buttons at the bottom. 

These, with the addition of a pair of green spectacles, 
the glass of one being absent, and permitting the look-out 
of a sharp gray eye, twinkling with drollery and good- 
humor, form the most palpable of his externals. In point 
of character, they who best knew him represented him as 
the best-tempered, best-hearted fellow breathing, ever 
ready to assist a friend, and always postponing his own 
plans and his own views, when he had any, to the wishes 
and intentions of others. Among the many odd things 
about him was a constant preference to travelling on foot, 
and a great passion for living abroad, both of which tastes 
he gratified, although his size might seem to offer obstacles 
to the one, and his total ignorance of every Continental 
language would appear to preclude the other. With a 
great liking for tobacco, which he smoked all day, a fond- 
ness for whist and malt liquors, his antipathies were few; 
so that except when called upon to shave more than once 
in the week, or wash his hands twice on the same day, it 
was difficult to disconcert him. His fortune was very 
ample ; but although his mode of living was neither very 
ostentatious nor costly, he contrived always to spend his 
income. Such was the gentleman I now presented to my 
friends, who, I must confess, appeared strangely puzzled 
by his manner and appearance. This feeling, however, 
soon wore off; and before he had spent the morning in 
their company, he had made more way in their good 
graces, and gone farther to establish intimacy, than many 
a more accomplished person, with an unexceptionable coat 
and accurate whisker, might have effected in a fortnight. 
What were his gifts in this way, I am, alas! most deplor- 
ably ignorant of; it was not, Heaven knows, that he pos- 
sessed any conversational talent, — of successful flattery he 
knew as much as a negro does of the national debt, — and 
yet the bonhomie of his character seemed to tell at once; 
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and I never knew him fail in any one instance to estab- 
lish an interest for himself before he had completed the 
ordinary period of a visit. 

I think it is Washington Irving who has so admirably 
depicted the mortification of a dandy angler who, with his 
beaver garnished with brown hackles, his well-poised rod, 
polished gaff, and handsome landing-net, with everything 
befitting, spends his long summer day whipping a trout 
stream without a rise or even a ripple to reward him, while 
a ragged urchin, with a willow wand and a bent pin, not 
ten yards distant, is covering the greensward with my- 
riads of speckled and scaly backs, from one pound weight 
to four. So it is in everything, — "the race is not to the 
swift;" the elements of success in life, whatever be the 
object of pursuit, are very, very different from what we 
think of them at first sight. And so it was with Mr. 
O'Leary ; and I have more than once witnessed the triumph 
of his homely manner and blunt humor over the more pol- 
ished and well-bred taste of his competitors for favor; and 
what might have been the limit to such success. Heaven 
can only tell, if it were not that he labored under a 
counterbalancing infirmity sufficient to have swamped a 
line-of -battle ship itself. It was simply this, — a most 
unfortunate propensity to talk of the wrong place, person, 
or time in any society he found himself; and this taste for 
the mal a prapos extended so far that no one ever ventured 
into company with him as his friend without trembling for 
the result. But even this, I believe his only fault, resulted 
from the natural goodness of his character and intentions; 
for believing, as he did, in his honest simplicity, that the 
arbitrary distinctions of class and rank were held as cheaply 
by others as himself, he felt small scruple at recounting to 
a duchess a scene in a ccLbaret, and with as little hesitation 
would he, if asked, have sung the "Cruiskeen Lawn" or 
the "Jug of Punch," after Lablache had finished the " Al 
Idea" from "Figaro." Mauvaise horUe he had none; in- 
deed, I am not sure that he had any kind of shame what- 
ever, — except, possibly, when detected with a coat that bore 
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any appearance of newness, or if over-persuaded to wear 
glovesi which he ever considered as a special effeminacy. 

Such was he; and how far he insinuated himself into 
their good graces, let the fact tell that on my return to the 
breakfast-room, after about an hour's absence, I heard him 
detailing the particulars of a route they were to take by his 
advice, and also learned that he had been offered, and had 
accepted, a seat in their carriage to Paris. 

"Then I '11 do myself the pleasure of joining your party, 
Mrs. Bingham," said he. "Bingham, I think, madam, is 
your name?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"Any relation, may T ask, of a most dear friend of mine, 
of the same name, from Gurrynaslattery, in the county of 
Wexford?" 

"I am really not aware," said Mrs. Bingham. "My 
husband's family are, I believe, many of them from that 
county." 

"Ah, what a pleasant fellow was Tom!" said Mr. 
O'Leary, musingly, and with that peculiar tone which 
made me tremble, for I knew well that a reminiscence 
was coming. "A pleasant fellow indeed." 

"Is he alive, sir, now?" 

"I believe so, ma'am; but I hear the climate does not 
agree with him." 

"Ah, then, he 's abroad, — in Italy, probably?" 

"No, ma'am, in Botany Bay. His brother, they say, 
might have saved him, but he left poor Tom to his fate, 
for he was just then paying his court to a Miss Crow, I 
think, with a large fortune. O Lord! what have I said! 
It 's always the luck of me!" The latter exclamation was 
the result of a heavy plump upon the floor, Mrs. Bingham 
having fallen in a faint, she being the identical lady 
alluded to, and her husband the brother of pleasant Tom 
Bingham. 

To hurl Mr. O'Leary out of the room by one hand, and 
ring the bell with the other, was the work of a moment; 
and with proper care and in due time, Mrs. Bingham was 
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brought to herself, when, most fortunately, she entirely 
forgot the cause of her sudden indisposition, and of course 
neither her daughter nor myself suffered any clew to escape 
us which might lead to its discovery. 

When we were once more upon the road, to efface, if it 
might be necessary, any unpleasant recurrence to the late 
scene, I proceeded to give Mrs. Bingham an account of my 
adventure at Chantraine, in which, of course, I endeavored 
to render my friend O'Leary all the honors of being laughed 
at in preference to myself, laying little stress upon my mas- 
querading in the jack-boots. 

"You are quite right," said O'Leary, joining in the 
hearty laugh against him, "quite right; I was always a 
very heavy sleeper, — indeed, if I was n't, I would n't be 
here now, travelling about en gargorij free as air; " and here 
he heaved a sigh, which, from its incongruity with his 
jovial look and happy expression, threw us all into re- 
newed laughter. 

"But why, Mr. O'Leary, what can your sleepiness have 
to do with such tender recollections, — for such, I am sure, 
that sigh bespeaks them? " 

"Ah! ma'am, it may seem strange, but it is, neverthe- 
less, true, if it were not for that unfortunate tendency, I 
should now be the happy possessor of a most accomplished 
and amiable lady and eight hundred per annum three-and- 
a-half per cent stock." 

"You overslept yourself on the wedding-day, I suppose? " 

"You shall hear, ma'am; the story is but a short one. 
It is now about eight years ago, I was rambling through 
the South of France and had just reached Lyons, where the 
confounded pavement, that sticks up like pears with the 
points upwards, had compelled me to rest some days and 
recruit. For this purpose I installed myself in the pen- 
sion of Madame Grourgeaud, Rue des Petits-Carmes, — a 
quiet house, where we dined at twelve, ten in number, 
upon about two pounds of stewed beef, with garlic and 
carrots, a light soup (being the water which accompanied 
the same, to render it tender in stewing) some preserved 
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cherries and an omelette, with a pint bottle of Beaune 
(stxieme quality, I believe), a species of pyroligneous wine, 
made from the vine-stalks, but pleasant in summer with 
your salad. Then we played dominos in the evening, or 
whist for sou-points, leading altogether a very quiet and 
virtuous existence, or, as Madame herself expressed it, 
' une vie tout a fait patriarchate, ' — of this I cannot myself 
affirm how far she was right in supposing the patriarchs 
did exactly like us. But to proceed: in the same estab- 
lishment there lived a widow, an Englishwoman, whose 
late husband had been a wine merchant at Dijon; he had 
also, I suppose, from residing in that country, been imitat- 
ing the patriarchs, for he died one day. Well, the lady 
was delayed at Lyons for some law business, and thus it 
came about that her husband's testament and the sharp 
paving-stones in the streets determined that we should be 
acquainted. I cannot express to you the delight of my fair 
countrywoman ?.t finding that a person who spoke English 
had arrived at the pension, — a feeling I myself somewhat 
participated in ; for, to say truth, I was not at that time a 
very great proficient in French. We soon became intimate, 
' — in less time, probably, than it could otherwise have hap- 
pened; for, from the ignorance of all the others of one 
word of English, I was enabled, during dinner, to say 
many soft and tender things which one does not usually 
venture on in company. 

" I recounted my travels and told various adventures of 
my wanderings, till at last, from being merely amused, I 
found that my fair friend began to be interested in my nar- 
ratives ; and frequently, when passing the bouillon to her, 
I have seen a tear in the corner of her eye. In a word, 
' she loved me for the dangers I had passed, ' ^ Othello 
says. Well, laugh away if you like, but it 's truth I am 
telling you." At this part of Mr. O'Leary's story we all 
found it impossible to withstand the ludicrous mock-heroic 
of his face and tone, and laughed loud and long. When we 
at length became silent he resumed : " Before three weeks 
had passed over, I had proposed and was accepted, — just 
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your own way, Mr. Lorrequer, taking the ball at the hop; 
the very same way you did at Cheltenham, the time the 
lady jilted you and ran off with your friend Mr. Waller. 
I read it all in the news, though I was then in Norway, 
fishing." Here there was another interruption by a laugh, 
— not, however, at Mr. O'Leary's expense. I gave him a 
most menacing look, while he continued: ''The settlements 
were soon drawn up, and consisted, like all great diplomatic 
documents, of a series of ' gains and compensations: ' thus, 
she was not to taste anything stronger than kirschtaasser or 
Nantz brandy; and I limited myself to a pound of short- 
cut weekly; and so on. But to proceed: the lady, being a 
good Catholic, insisted upon being married by a priest of 
her own persuasion, before the performance of the cere- 
mony at the British embassy in Paris ; to this I could offer 
no objection, and we were accordingly united in the holy 
bonds the same morning, after signing the law papers." 
"Then, Mr. O'Leary, you are really a married man." 
" That 's the very point I 'm coming to, ma'am ; for I Ve 
consulted all the jurists upon the subject, and they never 
can agree. But you shall hear. I despatched a polite note 
to Bishop Luscombe, and made every arrangement for the 
approaching ceremony, took a quarter in the Eue du 
Helder, near the Estaminet, and looked forward with 
anxiety for the day which was to make me happy, for 
our marriage in Lyons was only a kind of betrothal. Now, 
my fair friend had but one difficulty remaining, poor dear 
soul, — I refrain from mentioning her name for delicacy's 
sake, — but poor dear Mrs. Kam could not bear the notion 
of our going up to Paris in the same conveyance, for long 
as she had lived abroad, she had avoided everything French, 
even the language ; so she proposed that I should go in the 
early diligence, which starts at four o'clock in the morning, 
while she took her departure at nine. Thus I should be 
some hours sooner in Paris, and ready to receive her on 
her arriving, besides sparing her bashfulness all reproach of 
our travelling together. It was no use my telling her that 
I always travelled on foot and hated a diligence; she coolly 
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replied that at our time of life we could not spare the time 
necessary for a pilgrimage to Jerusalem, for so she supposed 
the journey from Lyons to Paris to be; so fearing lest any 
doubt might be thrown upon the ardor of my attachment, I 
yielded at once, remembering at the moment what my poor 
friend Tom Bing — Lord, I 'm at it again I " 

"Sir, I did not hear." 

''Nothing, ma'am; I was just going to observe that ladies 
of a certain time of life, and widows especially, like a lover 
that seems a little ardent or so, all the better." Here Mrs. 
Bingham blushed, her daughter bridled, and I nearly suffo- 
cated with shame and suppressed laughter. 

"After a most tender farewell of my bride, or wife, I 
don't know which, I retired for the night with a mind va- 
cillating between my hopes of happiness and my fears for 
the result of a journey so foreign to all my habits of travel- 
ling, and in which I could not but tremble at the many 
casualties my habitual laziness and dislike to any hours 
but my own choosing might involve me in. 

" I had scarcely lain down in bed ere these thoughts took 
such possession of me that sleep, for once in my life, was 
out of the question ; and then the misery of getting up at 
four in the morning, putting on your clothes by the flicker- 
ing light of the porter's candle, getting your boots on the 
wrong feet, and all that kind of annoyance, — I am sure I 
fretted myself into the feeling of a downright martyr be- 
fore an hour was over. * Well, at least, ' thought I, * one 
thing is well done, — I have been quite right in coming to 
sleep at the Messageries Hotel, where the diligence starts 
from, or the chances are ten to one that I never should 
wake till the time was past. Now, however, they are sure 
to call me, so I may sleep tranquilly till then.' Mean- 
while I had forgotten to pack my trunk, and my papers, 
etc., lay all about the room in a state of considerable con- 
fusion. I rose at once with all the despatch I could mus- 
ter; this took a long time to effect, and it was nearly two 
o'clock ere I finished and sat down to smoke a solitary 
pipe, — the last, as I supposed, it might be my lot to enjoy 
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for Heaven knows how long, Mrs. R. having expressed, 
rather late in our intimacy, I confess, strong opinions 
against tobacco within doors. 

"When I had finished my little sac of the * weed,' the 
clock struck three, and I started to think how little time I 
was destined to have in bed. In bed! 'Why,' said T, 
'there is no use thinking of it now, for I shall scarcely 
have lain down ere I shall be obliged to get up again.' So 
thinking, I set about dressing myself for the road; and as 
the season was winter and the weather dreadfully severe, 
took care to array myself in all the covering I could lay 
hands upon, and by the time I had enveloped myself in a 
pair of long Hungarian gaiters, and a kurteha of sheep's 
wool, with a brown bearskin outside, with a Welsh wig 
and a pair of large dark glass goggles to defend the eyes 
from the snow, I was not only perfectly impervious to all 
effects of the weather, but so thoroughly defended from any 
influence of sight or sound that a volcano might be hissing 
and thundering within ten yards of me without attracting 
my slightest attention. Now, I thought, instead of re- 
maining here, I'll just step down to the coach and get 
snugly into the diligence, and having secured the comer of 
the cotipi, resign myself to sleep with the certainty of not 
being left behind, and probably, too, be some miles on my 
journey before awaking. 

"I accordingly went downstairs, and to my surprise 
found even at that early hour that many of the gargons of 
the house were stirring and bustling about, getting all the 
luggage up in the huge wooden leviathan that was to con- 
vey us on our road. There they stood, like bees around a 
hive, clustering and buzzing, and all so engaged that with 
difficulty could I get an answer to my question of what 
diligence it was. 

"*Za diligence pour Parisy monsieur,^ 

"'Ah I all right, then,' said I; so, watching an opportu- 
nity to do so unobserved, for I supposed they might have 
laughed at me, I stepped quietly into the coupe, and amid 
the creaking of cordage and the thumping of feet on the 
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roof, fell as soufid asleep as ever J did in my life, these 
sounds coming to my muffled ears soft as the echoes on the 
Ehine. When it was that I awoke, I cannot say; but as I 
rubbed my eyes and yawned after a most refreshing sleep, 
I perceived that it was still quite dark all around, and that 
the diligence was standing before the door of some inn and 
not moving. 'Ah I' thought I, 'this is the first stage; 
how naturally one always wakes at the change of horses, 
— a kind of instinct implanted by Providence, I suppose, 
to direct us to a little refreshment on the road.' With 
these pious feelings I let down the glass and called out to 
the gargon for a glass of brandy and a cigar. While he was 
bringing them, I had time to look about, and perceived^ to 
my very great delight, that I had the whole coupS to my- 
self. ' Are there any passengers coming in here?/ said I, 
as the waiter came forward with my liquor. * I should 
think not, sir,' said the fellow, with a leer. * Then I shall 
have the whole coupS to myself? ' said I. * Monsieur need 
have no fear of being disturbed; I Can safely assure him 
that he will have no one there for the next twenty-four 
hours.' This was really pleasant intelligence; so I 
chucked him a ten-sou piece, and closing up the win- 
dow, as the morning was cold, once more lay back to sleep 
with a success that has never failed me. It was to a 
bright blue cloudless sky, and the sharp clear air of a fine 
day in winter, that I at length opened my eyes. I pulled 
out my watch, and discovered it was exactly two o'clock; 
I next lowered the glass and looked about me, and very 
much to my surprise discovered that the diligence was not 
moving, but standing very peaceably in a very crowded con- 
gregation of other similar and dissimilar conveyances, all 
of which seemed, I thought, to labor under some physical 
ailment, some wanting a box, others a body, etc., and, in 
fact, suggesting the idea of an infirmary for old and dis- 
abled carriages of either sex, mails and others. *0h! I 
have it,' cried I; 'we are arrived at Mont-Geran, and they 
are all at dinner, and from my being alone in the coup4y 
they have forgotten to call me.' I immediately opened the 
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door and stepped out into the inn-yard, crowded with con- 
dueteurs, grooms, and ostlers, who, I thought, looked rather 
surprised at seeing me emerge from the diligence. 

"* You did not know I was there? ' said I, with a know- 
ing wink at one of them as I passed. 

^^^AssurSment non,* said the fellow, with a laugh, that 
was the signal for all the others to join in it. 

'''Is the table d^hote over?' said I, regardless of the 
mirth around me. 

"* Monsieur is just in time,' said the waiter, who hap- 
pened to pass with a soup-tureen in his hand; ' have the 
goodness to step this waj.' 

'' I had barely time to remark the close resemblance of the . 
waiter to the fellow who presented me with my brandy and 
cigar in the. morning, when he ushered me into a large 
room, with about forty persons sitting at a long table, evi- 
dently waiting with impatience for the patage to begin their 
dinner. Whether it was they enjoyed the joke of having 
neglected to call me, or that they were laughing at my 
travelling costume, I cannot say; but the moment I came in, 
I could perceive a general titter run through the assembly. 

'''Not too late, after all, gentlemen,' said I, marching 
gravely up to the table. 

'" Monsieur is in excellent time,' said the host, making 
room for me beside his chair. 

''Notwithstanding the incumbrance of my weighty habil- 
iments, I proceeded to do ample justice to the viands before 
me, apologizing laughingly to the host by pleading a trav- 
eller's appetite. 

" ' Then you have, perhaps, come far this morning, ' said 
a gentleman opposite. 

"'Yes,' said I, 'I have been on the road since four 
o'clock.' 

"'And how are the roads? ' said another. 

"' Very bad,' said I, * the first few stages from Lyons; 
afterwards much better.' This was said at a venture, as I 
began to be ashamed of being always asleep before my fel- 
low-travellers. They did not seem, however, to understand 
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me perfectly; and one old fellow, putting down his specta* 
cles from his forehead, leaned over and said, — 

'''And where, may I ask, has Monsieur come from this 
morning? ' 

'" From Lyons,' said I, with the proud air of a man who 
has done a stout feat, and is not ashamed of the exploit. 

" * From Lyons ! ' said one. ' From Lyons ! ' cried an- 
other. * From Lyons ! ' repeated a third. 

" * Yes, ' said I. ' What the devil is so strange in it? 
Travelling is so quick nowadays, one thinks nothing of 
twenty leagues before dinner. ' 

"The infernal shout of laughing that followed my expla- 
nation is still in my ears. From one end of the table to 
the other there was one continued ha, ha, ha! From the 
greasy host to the little hunchbacked waiter, they were all 
grinning away. 

"* And bow did Monsieur travel?' said the old gentle- 
man, who seemed to carry on the prosecution against me. 

" * In the coupe of the Aiffle noir,* said I, giving the name 
with some pride that I was not altogether ignorant of the 
conveyance. 

" ' Then you should certainly not complain of the roads,' 
said the host, chuckling; * for the only journey that dili- 
gence has made this day has been from the street-door to 
the inn. For as they found, when the luggage was nearly 
packed, that the axle was almost broken through, they 
wheeled it round to the cour, and prepared another for the 
travellers. ' 

"' And where am I now? ' said I. 

" * In Lyons, ' said twenty voices, half choked with laugh- 
ter at my question. 

"I was thunderstruck at the news at first; but as I pro- 
ceeded with my dinner I joined in the mirth of the party, 
which certainly was not diminished on my telling them the 
object of ray intended journey. 

"'I think, young man,' said the old fellow with the 
spectacles, ' that you should take the occurrence as a warn- 
ing of Providence that marriage will not suit you.' 
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''I began to be of the same opinion; but then, there was 
the jointure. To be sure, I was to give up tobacco^ and 
perhaps I should not be as free to ramble about as when a 
garden. So, taking all things into consideration, I ordered 
in another bottle of Burgundy to drink Mrs. Eam's health, 
got my passport vised for Bareges, and set out for the 
Pyrenees the same evening." 

" And have you never heard anything more of the lady? " 
said Mrs. Bingham. 

"Oh, yes! She was faithful to the last; for I found out 
when at Rome last winter that she had offered a reward for 
me in the newspapers, and indeed had commenced a regular 
pursuit of me through the whole Continent. And to tell 
the real fact, I should not now fancy turning my steps to- 
wards Paris if I had not very tolerable information that 
she is in full cry after me through the Wengern Alp, I 
having contrived a paragraph in * Galignani ' to seduce her 
thither, and where, with the blessing of Providence, if the 
snow sets in early, she must pass the winter.'' 



CHAPTER IV. 

PARIS. 

Nothing more worthy of recording occurred before our 
arrival at Meurice's on the third day of our journey. My 
friend O'Leary had, with his usual good fortune, become 
indispensable to his new acquaintance, and it was not alto- 
gether without some little lurking discontent that I per- 
ceived how much less often my services were called in 
request since his having joined our party ; his information, 
notwithstanding its very scanty extent, was continually 
relied upon, and his very imperfect French everlastingly 
called into requisition to interpret a question for the ladies. 
" Yes," thought I, " * Othello's occupation 's gone.' One of 
two things has certainly happened, — either Mrs. Bingham 
and her daughter have noticed my continued abstraction of 
mind, and have attributed it to the real cause, the preoccu- 
pation of my affections, or thinking, on the other hand, 
that I am desperately in love with one or other of them, 
have thought that a little show of preference to Mr. 
O'Leary may stimulate me to a proposal at once." In 
either case I resolved to lose no time in taking my leave, 
which there could be no difficulty in doing now, as the 
ladies had reached their intended destination, and had 
numerous friends in Paris to advise and assist them ; be- 
sides that I had too long neglected the real object of my 
trip, and should lose no time in finding out the Callonbys, 
and at once learn what prospect of success awaited me in 
that quarter. Leaving my fair friends, then, to refresh 
themselves after the journey, and consigning Mr. O'Leary 
to the enjoyment of his meerschaum, through the aid of 
which he had rendered his apartment like a Dutch swamp 
in autumn, the only portion of his owu figure visible through 
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the mist being his short legs and heavy shoes, I set forth 
at last. 

On reaching the house in the Rue de la Paix, where the 
Callonbys had resided, I learned that they were still at 
Baden, and were not expected in Paris for some weeks; 
that Lord Kilkee had arrived that morning, and was then 
dining at the Embassy, having left an invitation for me to 
dine with him on the following day, if I happened to call. 
As I turned from the door, uncertain whither to direct my 
steps, I walked on unconsciously towards the Boulevard, 
and, occupied as I was, thinking over all the chances before 
me, did not perceive where I stood till the bright glare of a 
large gas-lamp over my head apprised me that I was at the 
door of the well-known Salon des Etrangers, at the corner 
of the Rue Richelieu; carriages, citadineSf and vigilantes 
were crowding, crashing, and clattering on all sides, as 
the host of fashion and the gaming-table were hastening to 
their champ de hataille. Not being a member of the Salon, 
and having little disposition to enter if I had been, I stood 
for some minutes looking at the crowd as it continued to 
press on towards the splendid and brilliantly lighted stairs 
which led from the very street to the rooms of this palace, 
for such, in the magnificence and luxury of its decorations, 
it really was. As I was on the very eve of turning away, 
a large and very handsome cab-horse turned the corner 
from the Boulevard, with the most perfect appointment of 
harness and carriage I had seen for a long time. 

While I continued to admire the taste and propriety of 
the equipage, a young man in deep mourning sprang from 
the inside and stood upon the pavement before me. ^^A 
deux heures, Charles," said he to his servant, as the cab 
turned slowly round. The voice struck me as well known. 
I waited till he approached t\^e lamp, to catch a glimpse of 
the face, and what was my surprise to recognize my cousin, 
Guy Lorrequer, of the 10th, whom I had not met with for 
six years before. My first impulse was not to make myself 
known to him. Our mutual position with regard to Lady 
Jane was so much a mystery, as regarded myself, that I 
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feared the result of any meeting until I was sufficiently 
aware of how matters stood, and whether we were to meet 
as friends and relations, or rivals, and consequently 
enemies. 

Before I had time to take my resolution, Guy had recog- 
nized me, and seizing me by the hand with both his, called, 
" Harry, my old friend, hpw are you? How long have you 
been here? And never to call on me! Why, man, what is 
the meaning of this? " Before I had time to say that I 
was only a few hours in Paris, he again interrupted me by 
saying, *' And how comes it that you are not in mourning? 
You must surely have heard it! " 

" Heard what? " I cried, nearly hoarse from agitation. 

"Our poor old friend Sir Guy — didn't you know? — is 
dead." 

Only those who have felt how strong the ties of kindred 
are, as they decrease in number, can tell how this news fell 
upon my heart. All my poor uncle's kindnesses came full 
upon my memory; his affectionate letters of advice, his 
well-meant chidings too, even dearer to me than his praise 
and approval, completely unmanned me; and I stood 
speechless and powerless before my cousin as he continued 
to detail to me the rapid progress of Sir Guy's malady, — 
an attack of gout in the head, — which carried him off in 
three days. Letters had been sent to me in different places, 
but none reached ; and at the very moment the clerk of my 
uncle's lawyer was in pursuit of me through the Highlands, 
where some mistaken information had induced him to fol- 
low me. 

"You are, therefore," continued Guy, "unaware that our 
uncle has dealt so fairly by you, and, indeed, by both of us. 
I have got the Somersetshire estates, which go with the 
baronetcy, but the Cumberland property is all yours ; and 
I heartily wish you joy of having nearly eight thousand 
per annum, and one of the sweetest villas that ever man 
fancied on Derwentwater. But come along here," con- 
tinued he, and he led me through the crowded corridor and 
up the wide stair. " I have much to tell you, and we can 



be perfectly alone lieie; no one will trouble themselyes 
with us." 

Unconscioos of all around me, I followed Got along the 
gilded and glittering lobby which led to the Salon, and it 
* was only as the servant in rich livery came forward to take 
my hat and cane that 1 remembered where 1 was. Then 
the full sense of all 1 had been listening to roshed upon 
me, and the unfitness, and indeed the indecency, of the 
place for such communications as we were engaged in came 
most forcibly before me. Sir Guy, it is true, had always 
preferred my cousin to me; he it was who was always des- 
tined to succeed both to his title and his estates, and his 
wildness and extravagance had ever met with a milder re- 
buke and weaker chastisement than my follies and my mis- 
fortunes. Yet still he was my last remaining relative, — 
the only one I possessed in all the world to whom in any 
difficulty or trial I had to look up; and I felt in the very 
midst of my newly acquired wealth and riches, poorer and 
more alone than ever I had done in my lifetime. I fol- 
lowed Guy to a small and dimly-lighted cabinet off the 
great Salon, where, having seated ourselves, he proceeded 
to detail to me the various events which a few short weeks 
had accomplished. Of himself he spoke but little, and 
never once alluded to the Callonbys at all, — indeed, all I 
could learn was that he had left the army, and purposed 
remaining for the winter at Paris, where he appeared to 
have entered into all its gayety and dissipation at once. 

" Of course," said he, "you will give up * sodgering ' now, 
— at the best it is but poor sport after five and twenty, and 
is perfectly unendurable when a man has the means of 
pushing himself in the gay world. And now, Harry, let 
us mix a little among the mob here; for Messieurs les Ban- 
quiers donH hold people in estimation who come here only 
for the chapons au riz and the champagne frapp^j as we 
should seem to do were we to stay here much longer." 

Such was the whirl of my thoughts, and so great the 
confusion in my ideas from all I had just heard, that I 
felt myself implicitly following every direction of my 
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cousin with a child-like obedience, of the full extent of 
which I became only conscious when I found myself seated 
at the table of the Salon, between my cousin Guy and an 
old, hard-visaged, pale-countenanced man, who, he told me 
in a whisper, was Polignac the minister. 

What a study for the man who would watch the passions 
and«emotions of his fellow-men would the table of a rouge- 
et-noir gambling-house present; the skill and dexterity 
which games of other kinds require being here wanting, 
leave the player free to the full abandonment of the pas- 
sion. The interest is not a gradually increasing or vacil- 
lating one, as fortune and knowledge of the game favor; 
the result is uninfluenced by anything of his doing: with 
the last turned card of the croupier is he rich or ruined; 
and thus in the very abstraction of the anxiety is this the 
most painfully exciting of all gambling whatever. The 
very rattle of the dice-box to the hazard-player is a relief; 
and the thought that he is in some way instrumental to his 
good or bad fortune gives a turn to his thoughts. There is 
something so like the inevitable character of fate associated 
with the result of a chance, which you can in no way affect 
or avert, that I have, notwithstanding a strong bias for 
play, ever dreaded and avoided the rouge-et-noir table. 
Hitherto prudential motives had their share in the resolve; 
a small loss at play becomes a matter of importance to, a 
sub in a marching regiment; and therefore I was firm in 
my determination to avoid the gambling-table. Now, my. 
fortunes were altered; and as I looked at the heap of shin- 
ing louis d'or which Guy pushed before me in exchange for 
a billet de banque of large amount, I felt the full importance 
of my altered position, mingling with the old and long- 
practised prejudices which years had been accumulating to 
fix. There is, besides, some wonderful fascination to most 
men in the very aspect of high play. To pit your fortune 
against that of another; to see whether or not your luck 
shall not exceed some other's, — are feelings that have a 
place in most bosoms, and are certainly, if not naturally 
existing, most easily generated in the bustle and excite* 
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ment of the gambling-house. The splendor of the decora- 
tions, the rich profusion of gilded ornaments, the large and 
gorgeously framed mirrors, the sparkling lustres, mingled 
their effect with the perfumed air of the apartment, filled 
with orange-trees and other aromatic shrubs, the dress of 
the company, among whom were many ladies in costumes 
not inferior to those of a court, the glitter of diamonds, the 
sparkle of stars and decorations, rendered more magical by 
knowing that the wearers were names in history. There, 
with his round but ample shoulder and large, massive head, 
covered with long, snow-white hair, stands one, the maker 
and unmaker of kings, watching with a look of ill-concealed 
anxiety the progress of his game. Here is Soult, with his 
dogged look and beetle brow; there stands Balzac, the 
author, — his gains here are less derived from the betting 
than tiie bettors; he is evidently /'making his own" of 
some of them, while in the seeming bonhomie of his care- 
less maimer and easy abandon they scruple not to trust 
him with anecdotes and traits th^t from the crucible of his 
fiery imagination come forth like the purified gold from the 
furnace. And there, — look at that old and weather-beaten 
man, with gray eyebrows and mustachios, who throws from 
the breast pocket of his frock, ever and anon, a handful of 
gold pieces upon the table; he evidently neither knows nor 
cares for the amount, for the banker himself is obliged to 
count over the stake for him. That is Blilcher, the never- 
wanting attendant at the Salon; he has been an immense 
loser, but plays on, and with the same stern perseverance 
with which he would pour his bold cavalry through a ravine 
torn by artillery, he stands by the still waning chance with 
a courage that never falters. 

One strong feature of the levelling character of a taste for 
play has never ceased to impress me most forcibly; not only 
do the individual peculiarities of the man give way before 
the all-absorbing passion, but, stranger still, the very boldest 
traits of nationality even fade and disappear before it, and 
man seems, under the high-pressure power of this greatest 
of all stimulants, resolved into a most abstract state. 
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Among all the traits which distinguish Frenchmen from 
natives of every country^ none is more prominent than a 
kind of never-failing elasticity of temperament which 
seems almost to defy all the power of misfortune to de- 
press. Let what will happen, the Frenchman seems to 
possess some strong resource within himself, in his ardent 
temperament, upon which he can draw at will ; and whether 
on the day after a defeat, the moment of being deceived in 
his strongest hopes of returned affection, the overthrow of 
some long-cherished wish, it matters not, he never gives 
way entirely. But see him at the gaming-table ; watch the 
intense, the aching anxiety with which his eye follows every 
card as it falls from the hand of the croupier; behold the 
look of cold despair that tracks his stake as the banker 
rakes it in among his gains, — and you will at once per- 
ceive that here, at least, his wonted powers fail him. No 
jest escapes the lips of one that would joke upon the steps 
of the guillotine. The mocker who would jeer at the tor- 
ments of revolution stands like a coward quailing before 
the impassive eye and pale cheek of a croupier. While I 
continued to occupy myself by observing the different 
groups about me, I had been almost mechanically follow- 
ing the game, placing at each deal some gold upon the 
table; the result, however, had interested me so slightly 
that it was only by remarking the attention my game had 
excited in others that my own was drawn towards it. I 
then perceived that I had permitted my winnings to accu- 
mulate upon the board, and that in the very deal then com* 
mencing, I had a stake of nearly five hundred pounds. 

"Faites voire jeu/ Le jeu est faxty'^ said the croupier; 
^^ trente-deuxy 

"You have lost, by Jove!" said Guy, in a low whisper, 
in which I could detect some trait of agitation. 

"Tren^€-e^-M?i," added the croupier. ^^ Rouge perd, et 
couleur," 

There was a regular buzz of wonder through the room at 
my extraordinary luck, for thus, with every chance against 
me, I had won again. 
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As the croupier placed the billets de banque upon the 
table I overheard the muttered commendations of an old 
veteran behind me upon the coolness and judgment of my 
play. "So much for fortune," thought I. "My judgment 
consists in a perfect ignorance of the chances, and my cool- 
ness is merely a thorough indifference to success. " Whether 
it was now that flattery had its effect upon me, or that the 
passion for play, so long dormant, had suddenly seized hold 
upon me, I know not, but my attention became from that 
moment riveted upon the game, and I played every deal. 
Guy, who had been from the first betting with the indif- 
ferent success which I have so often observed to attend 
upon the calculations of old and experienced gamblers, now 
gave up, and employed himself merely in watching my 
game. 

"Harry," said he, at last, "I am completely puzzled as 
to whether you are merely throwing down your louis at 
hazard, or are not the deepest player I have ever met 
with," 

"You shall see," said I, as I stooped over towards the 
banker and whispered, " How far is the betting permitted? " 

"Fifteen thousand francs," said the croupier, with a 
look of surprise. 

"Here goes, then I" said I; "quinze mille francs, ^ 
rougeJ*^ 

In a moment the rouge won, and the second deal I 
repeated the bet, and so continuing on with the like suc- 
cess. When I was preparing my rouleau for the fifth, the 
banker rose, and saying, ^^ Messieurs, le banque est fermie 
pour ce soir," proceeded to lock his cassette and close the 
table. 

"You are satisfied now," said Guy, rising; "you see you 
have broken the bank. And a very pretty incident to com- 
mence with, on your first introduction to a campaign in 
Paris." 

Having changed my gold for notes, I stuffed them, with 
an air of well-affected carelessness, into my pocket, and 
strolled through the Salon, where I had now become an 
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object of considerably more interest than all the marshals 
and ministers about me. 

"Now, Hal," said Guy, "I'll just order our supper in 
the cabinet, and join you in a moment.". 

As I remained for some minutes awaiting Guy's return, 
my attention was drawn towards a crowd, in a smaller 
salon, among whom the usual silent decorum of the play- 
table seemed held in but small respect, for every instant 
some burst of hearty laughter, or some open expression of 
joy or anger burst forth, by which I immediately perceived 
that they were the votaries of the roulette-table, — a game 
at which the strict propriety and etiquette ever maintained 
at rouge-et-noir are never exacted. As I pressed nearer, to 
discover the cause of the mirth, which every moment seemed 
to augment, guess my surprise to perceive among the fore- 
most rank of the players my acquaintance Mr. O'Leary, 
whom I at that moment believed to be solacing himself 
with his meerschaum at Meurice's. My astonishment at 
how he obtained admission to the Salon was even less than 
my fear of his recognizing me. At no time is it agreeable 
to find that the man who is regarded as the buffo of a party 
turns out to be your friend ; but still less is this so when 
the individual claiming acquaintance with you presents any 
striking absurdity in his dress or manner, strongly at con- 
trast with the persons and things about him. And thus it 
now happened. Mr. O'Leary's external man as we met 
him on the Calais road, with its various accompaniments 
of blouse, cap, spectacles, and tobacco-pipe, were nothing 
very remarkable ; but when the same figure presented itself 
among the ileganta of the Parisian world, redolent of eau 
de Portugal, and superb in the glories of brocade waistcoats 
and velvet coats, the thing was too absurd, and I longed to 
steal away before any chance should present itself of a rec- 
ognition. This, however, was impossible, as the crowd 
from the other table were all gathered round us, and I was 
obliged to stand fast, and trust that the excitement of the 
game, in which he appeared to be thoroughly occupied, 
might keep his eye fixed on another quarter. I now ob* 
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served that the same scene in which I had so lately been 
occupied at the rouge-et-noir table was enacting here, under 
rather different circumstances. Mr. O'Leary was the only 
player, as I had just been, — not, however, because his suc- 
cess absorbed all the interest of the bystanders, but that, 
unfortunately, his constant want of it elicited some strong 
expression of discontent and mistrust from him, which 
excited the loud laughter of the others, but of which, 
from his great anxiety in the game, he seemed totally 
unconscious. 

^^Faites votrejeuy rnessieurs," said the croupier. 

"Wait a bit till I change this," said Mr. O'Leary, 
producing an English sovereign; the action interpreted 
his wishes, and the money was converted into coupons 
de Jen, 

I now discovered one great cause of the mirth of the 
bystanders, — at least the English portion of them. Mr. 
O'Leary, when placing his money upon the table, observed 
the singular practice of announcing aloud the amount of his 
bet, which, for his own information, he reduced to Irish 
currency ; thus the stillness of the room was every instant 
broken by a strong Irish accent pronouncing something of 
this sort, — "five francs, four and a penny;" "ten francs, 
eight and three ha'pence." The amusement thus caused 
was increased by the excitement his losses threw him into. 
He now ceased to play for several times, when at last he 
made an offering of his usual stake. 

"Ferdj^^ said the croupier, raking in the piece with a 
contemptuous air at the smallness of the bet, and in no 
way pleased that the interest Mr. O'Leary excited should 
prevent the other players from betting. 

"Ferdy*^ said O'Leary, again. "Devil another song you 
sing than perd; and I 'm not quite clear you *re not cheat- 
ing all the while, -^only, God help you if you are! " 

As he so said, the head of a huge blackthorn stick was 
half protruded across the table, causing renewed mirth; for 
among other regulations, every cane, however trifling, is 
always demanded at the door, and thus a new subject of 
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astonishment arose as to how he had succeeded in carrying 
it with him into the Salon. 

"Here's at jou again," said O'Leary, regardless of the 
laughter, and covering three or four numbers with his 
jetons. 

Round went the ball once more, and once more he lost. 

" Look, now, devil a lie in it; he makes them go wherever 
he pleases. I '11 take a turn now at the tables, — fair play 's 
a jewel; and we '11 see how you '11 get on." 

So saying, he proceeded to insinuate himself into the 
chair of the croupier, whom he proposed to supersede, by 
no very gentle means. This was of course resisted, and as 
the loud mirth of the bystanders grew more and more bois- 
terous, the cries of " A la porte I A la porte I " from the 
friends of the bank rang through the crowd. 

"Go it, Pat, go it, Pat!" said Guy, over my shoulder, 
who seemed to take a prodigious interest in the proceedings. 

At this unexpected recognition of his nativity, — for Mr. 
O'Leary never suspected he could be discovered by his 
accent, — he looked across the table and caught my eye at 
once. 

"Oh, I'm safe now! Stand by me, Mr. Lorrequer, and 
we '11 clear the room." 

So saying, and without any further provocation, he upset 
the croupier, chair and all, with one sudden jerk upon the 
floor, and giving a tremendous kick to the cassette, sent all 
the five-franc pieces Hying over him; he then jumped upon 
the table, and brandishing his blackthorn through the 
ormolu lustre, scattered the wax-lights on all sides, accom- 
panying the exploit by a yell that would have called up all 
Connemara at midnight, if it had only been heard there. 
In an instant the gendarmes^ always sufficiently near to be 
called in if required, came pouring into the room, and sup- 
posing the whole affair had been a preconcerted thing to 
obtain possession of the money in the bank, commenced 
capturing different members of the company who appeared, 
by enjoying the confusion, to be favoring and assisting it. 
My cousin Guy was one of the first so treated, — a proceed- 
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at once taken; I floored my antagonist whom I had till 
now treated with the most merciful forbearance, and imme- 
diately sprang behind the curtain. A second's considera- 
tion showed that in the search that must ensue this would 
afford no refuge, so I at once opened the sash and endeav- 
ored to ascertain at what height I was above the ground 
beneath me. The night was so dark that I could see no- 
thing; but judging from the leaves and twigs that reached 
to the ivindow that it was a garden beneath, and auguring 
from the perfumed smell of the shrubs that they could not 
be tall trees, I resolved to leap, — a resolve I had little 
time to come to, for the step of the soldiers was already 
heard upon the stair. Fixing my hat, then, down upon my 
brows, and buttoning my coat tightly, I let myself down 
from the window-stool by my hands, and fell upon my legs 
in the soft earth of the garden, safe and unhurt. From the 
increased clamor and din overhead, I could learn the affray 
was at its height, and had little difficulty in detecting the 
sonorous accent and wild threats of my friend Mr. O'Leary 
high above all the other sounds around him. I did not 
wait long, however, to enjoy them, but at once set about 
securing my escape from my present bondage. In this I 
had little difficulty, for I was directed by a light to a small 
door, which, as I approached, I found led into the den of 
the concierge, and also communicated by another door with 
the street. I opened it therefore at once, and was in the 
act of opening the second, when I felt myself .seized by 
the collar by a strong hand, and on turning round saw the 
sturdy figure of the concierge himself, with a drawn bayo- 
net within a few inches of my throat. " Tenez, mon awii," 
said I, quietly; and placing half a dozen louis, some of my 
recent spoils, in his hand, at once satisfied him that, even 
if I were a robber, I was at least one that understood and 
respected the conveniences of society. He at once relin- 
quished his hold and dropped his weapon, and pulling off 
his cap with one hand, to draw the cord which opened the 
porte-cochere with the other, bowed me politely to the street. 
I had scarcely had time to insinuate myself into the dense 
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mass of the people whom the noise and confusion within 
had assembled around the house, when the double door of 
the building opened, and a file of gendarmerie came forth, 
leading between them my friend Mr. O'Learj and some 
others of the rioters, — among whom I rejoiced to find my 
cousin did not figure. If I were to judge from his disor- 
dered habiliments and scarred visage, Mr. O'Leary's resist- 
ance to the constituted authorities must have been a vigorous 
one; and the drollery of his appearance was certainly not 
decreased by his having lost the entire brim of his hat, — 
the covering of his head bearing, under these distressing 
circumstances, a strong resemblance to a saucepan. 

As I could not at that moment contribute in any way to 
his rescue, I determined on the following day to be present 
at his examination and render him all the assistance in my 
power. Meanwhile, I returned to Meurice's, thinking of 
every adventure of the evening much more than of my own 
changed condition and altered fortunes. 



CHAPTER V. 

PABIS. 

The first thing which met my eye when waking in the 
morning, after the affair at the Salon, was the rouleau of 
billets de banque which I had won at play; and it took sev- 
eral minutes before I could persuade myself that the entire 
recollection of the evening had any more solid foundation 
than a heated brain and fevered imagination. The sudden 
spring from being a subaltern in the 4 — th, with a few hun- 
dreds per annum, pour tout potage, to becoming the verita- 
ble proprietor of several thousands, with a handsome house 
in Cumberland, was a consideration which I could scarcely 
admit into my mind, so fearful was I that the very first 
occurrence of the day should dispel the illusion and throw 
me back into the dull reality which I was hoping to escape 
from. 

There is no adage more true than the old Eoman one, 
that what we wish, we readily believe; so I had little 
difficulty in convincing myself that all was as I desired, — 
although, certainly, my confused memory of the past even- 
ing contributed little to that conviction. It was, then, 
amid a very whirl of anticipated pleasures and new 
schemes for enjoying life that I sat down to a breakfast, 
at which, that I might lose no time in commencing my 
race, I had ordered the most exquisite viands which even 
French cookery could accomplish for the occasion. 

My plans were soon decided upon. I resolved to remain 
only long enough in Paris to provide myself with a com- 
fortable travelling carriage, secure a good courier, and start 
for Baden, when I trusted that my pretensions, whatever 
favor they might have been once received with, would cer- 
tainly now, at least, be listened to with more prospect of 
being successful. 
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I opened the *' Galignani's " paper of the day to direct 
me in my searcli, and bad scarcely read a few lines before 
a paragraph caught my eye which not a little amused me ; 
it was headed: ''Serious Kiot at the Salon des Etrangers^ 
and Attempt to rob the Bank." 

''Last eyening, among the persons who presented themselres at 
the table of this fashionable resort, were certain individuals who, by 
their manners and dress, bespoke anything rather than the rank and 
condition of those who usually resort there, and whose admission is 
still unexplained, notwithstanding the efforts of the police to unravel 
the mystery. The proprietors of the bank did not fail to remark 
these persons, but scrupled, from fear of disturbing the propriety of 
the Salon, to take the necessary steps for their exclusion, reserving 
their intention to the adoption of precautions against such intrusions 
in future, — unfortunately, as it turned out eventually ; for towards 
eleven o'clock one of these individuals, having lost a considerable 
sum at play, proceeded in a very violent and outrageous manner 
to denounce the bank, and went so far as to accuse the croupier of 
cheating. This language, having failed to excite the disturbance it 
was evidently intended to promote, was soon followed up by a most 
dreadful personal attack upon the banker, in which he was thrown 
from his seat, and the eauette, containing several thousand francs in 
gold and notes, immediately laid hold of. The confusion now be- 
came considerable, and it was apparent that the whole had been a 
preconcerted scheme. Several persons, leaping upon the table, at- 
tempted to extinguish the great lustre of the Salon, in which bold 
attempt they were most spiritedly resisted by some of the other 
players and the gendarmesj who had by this time arrived in force. 
The riot was quelled after a prolonged and desperate resistance, and 
the rioters, with the exception of two, were captured and conveyed 
to prison, where they await the result of a judicial investigation, of 
which we shall not fail to lay the particulars before our readers. 

** Since our going to press we have learned that one of the ring- 
leaders in this vile scheme is a noted English escroc, — a swindler, 
who was already arrested at C — for travelling with a false pass- 
port, but who contrives, by some collusion with another of the gang, 
to evade the local authorities. If this be the case, we trust he will 
speedily be detected and brought to punishment." 

Whatever amusement I had found in reading the com- 
mencing portion of this ridiculous misstatement, the allu- 
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sion in the latter part by no means afforded me eqt&al 
pleasure ; and I saw in one rapid glance how much annoy- 
ance, and how many delays and impediments, a charge 
even of this ridiculous nature might give rise to in my 
present circumstances. " My passport, however, will set- 
tle all," thought I, as I thrust my hand towards my pocket, 
in which I had placed it along with some letters. 

Guess my misery to discover that the whole of the 
pocket had been cut away, — probably in the hope of 
obtaining the billets de banque I had won at play, but 
which I had changed from that pocket to a breast one on 
leaving the table. This at once led me tio suspect that 
there might be some truth in the suspicion of the news- 
paper writer of a preconcerted scheme, and at once ex- 
plained to me what had much puzzled me before, — the 
extreme rapidity with which the elements of discord were 
propagated; for the whole affair was the work of a few 
seconds. While I continued to meditate on these matters, 
the waiter entered with a small note in an envelope, which 
a commissionnaire had just left at the hotel for me, and 
went away, saying there was no answer. I opened it has- 
tily, and read : — 

Dear H., — The confounded affair of last night has induced me 
to leave this for a few days ; besides that, I have obtained a most 
excellent reason for absenting myself in the presence of a black eye 
which will prevent my appearance in public for a week to come. 
As you are a stranger here, you need not fear being detected. With 
all its desagrSmenU, I can't help laughing at the adventure, and I am 
heartily glad to have had the opportunity of displaying old Jackson's 
science upon those wretched gendarmes. 

Yours truly, 

G. L. 

"This certainly," thought I, "improves my position. 
Here is my cousin Guy — the only one to whom, in any 
doubt or difficulty here, I could refer — here he is, flown, 
without letting me know where to address him or find him 
out." I rang my bell hastily, and having written a line on 
my card requesting Lord Kilkee to come to me as soon as 
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lie couldy despatched it to the Eue de la Paix. The mes- 
senger soon returned with an answer that Lord Kilkee had 
been obliged to leave Paris late the evening before, having 
received some important letters from Baden. My anxiety 
now became greater. I did not know but that the moment 
I ventured to leave the hotel I should be recognized by some 
of the witnesses of the evening's fray; and all thoughts of 
succoring poor O'Leary were completely forgotten in my 
fear for the annoyances the whole of this ridiculous affair 
might involve me in. Without any decision as to my future 
steps, I dressed myself and proceeded to pay my respects to 
Mrs. Bingham and her daughter, who were in the same 
hotel, and whom I had not seen since our arrival. 

As I entered the drawing-room I was surprised to find 
Miss Bingham alone. She appeared to have been weep- 
iiigy — ^t least the efforts she made to appear easy and in 
good spirits contrasted a good deal with the expression of 
her features as I came in. To my inquiries for Mrs. Bing- 
ham, I received for answer that the friends Mrs. Bingham 
had expected having left a few days before for Baden, she 
had resolved on following them, and had now merely driven 
out to make a few purchases before her departure, which 
was to take place in the morning. 

There is something so sad in the thought of being 
deserted and left by one's friends under any circumstances 
that I cannot express how much this intelligence affected 
me. It seemed, too, like the last drop of bad news filling 
up the measure, that I was to be suddenly deprived of the 
society of the very few friends about me just as I stood 
most in need of them. 

Whether or not Miss Bingham noticed my embarrass- 
ment, I cannot say; but certainly she seemed not dis- 
pleased, and there was in the half-encouraging tone of her 
manner something which led me to suspect that she was 
not dissatisfied with the impression her news seemed to 
produce upon me. 

Without at all alluding to my own improved fortune, or 
to the events of the preceding night, I began to talk over 
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the coming journey, and expressed my sincere regtet that, 
having lost my passport under circumstances which might 
create some delay, I could not join their party as I should 
otherwise have done. 

Miss Bingham heard this speech with rather more emo- 
tion than so simple a declaration was calculated to produce; 
and while she threw down her eyes beneath their long dark 
lashes and colored slightly, asked, — 

"And did you really wish to come with us?" 

"Undoubtedly," said I. 

"And is there no other objection than the passport?" 

"None whatever," said I, warming as I spoke; for the 
interest she appeared to take in me completely upset all my 
calculations. Besides that, 1 had never seen her looking so 
handsome; and thaty as the French wisely remark, vaut 
toujours quelque chose, 

"Oh! then, pray come with us, which you can do, for 
mamma has just got a passport for her nephew along with 
her own; and as we really don't want him, nor he us, we 
shall both be better pleased to be free of each other, and 
you can easily afterwards have your own forwarded to 
Baden by post." 

" Ah ! but, " said I, " how shall I be certain, if I take so 
flattering an offer, that you will forgive me for filling up 
the place of the dear cousin? For, if I conjecture aright, it 
is le cher Edouard that purposes to be your companion." 

" Yes, you have guessed quite correctly. But you must 
not tax me with inconsistency, but really I have grown 
quite tired of my poor cousin since 1 saw him last night." 

"And you used to admire him most prodigiously." 

"Well, well, that is all true; but I do so no longer." 

" Eh ! perche ? " said I, looking cunningly in her eye. 

"For reasons that Mr. Lorrequer shall never know if he 
has to ask them," said the poor girl, covering her eyes with 
her hands and sobbing bitterly. 

What I thought, said, or did upon this occasion, with all 
my most sincere desire to make a clean breast of it in these 
"Confessions," I know not; but this I do know, — that two 
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hoars after, I found myself still sitting upon the sofa beside 
Miss Bingham, whom I had been calling Emily all the 
while, and talking more of personal matters and my own 
circumstances than is ever sale or prudent for a young man 
to do with any lady under the age of his mother. 

All that I can now remember of this interview is the fact 
of having arranged my departure in the manner proposed 
by Miss Bingham, — a proposition to which I acceded with 
an affectation of satisfaction that I fear went very far to 
deceive my fair friend. Not that the pleasure I felt in the 
prospect was altogether feigned; but certainly the habit of 
being led away by the whim and temper of the moment had 
so much become part of my nature that I had long since 
despaired of ever guarding myself against the propensity I 
had acquired of following every lead which any one might 
throw out for me. And thus, as poor Harry Lorrequer was 
ever the first man to get into a row at the suggestion of a 
friend, so he only waited the least possible pressing on any 
occasion to involve himself in any scrape or misfortune that 
presented itself, provided there was only some one good 
enough to advise him to do so. 

As I entered my own room to make preparations for my 
departure, I could not help thinking over all the events 
thus crowded into the space of a few hours. My sudden 
possession of wealth; my prospects at Callonby still unde- 
cided; my scrape at the Salon; my late interview with Miss 
Bingham, in which I had only stopped short of a proposal 
to n^arry, — were almost sufficient to occupy any reasonable 
mind; and so I was beginning to suspect, when the waiter 
informed me that the commissaire of police was in waiting 
below and wished to speak to me. Affecting some surprise 
at the request, which I at once perceived the object of, I 
desired him to be introduced. I was quite correct in my 
guess. The information of my being concerned in the 
affair at the Salon had been communicated to the author- 
ities, and the commissaire had orders to obtain bail for my 
appearance at the Tribunal de Justice on that day week, or 
commit me at once to prison. The com^missaire politely 
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"But still," said I, catching up Ms last words, "I never 
did strike the gentleman as you describe, never had any 
altercation in the street, and — " 

"Is that your address?" said the Frenchman, with a 
slight bow. 

"Yes, certainly it is." 

"Why, then," said he, with a mild curl of his upper lip, 
half smile, half derision, — 

"Why, then, make yourself perfectly easy," I replied. 
" If any one has by an accident made use of my name, it 
shall not suffer by such a mistake. I shall be quite at 
your service the moment I can find out a friend to refer 

you to." 

I had much difficulty to utter these few words with a 
suitable degree of temper, so stung was I by the insolent 
demeanor of the Frenchman, whose coolness and urbanity 
seemed only to increase every moment. 

"Then I have the honor to salute you," said he, rising, 
with great mildness in his voice, "and shall take the lib- 
erty to leave my card for the information of your friend." 

So saying, he placed his card upon the table : " Le Capi- 
taine Eugene de Joncourt, Cuirassiers de la Garde." 

"I need not press upon Monsieur the value of despatch." 

"I shall not lose a moment," said I, as he clattered down 
the stairs of the hotel with that perfect swaggering noncha- 
lance which your foreigner is always an adept in; and I 
returned to my room to meditate upon my numerous em- 
barrassments and think over the difficulties which every 
moment was contributing to increase the number of. 

"The indictment has certainly many counts," thought I. 

Imprimis f a half -implied but fully comprehended prom- 
ise to marry a young lady, with whom, I confess, I only 
intend to journey this life — as far as Baden. 

Secondly, a charge of swindling — for such the imputa- 
tion amounts to — at the Salon. 

Thirdly, another unaccountable delay in joining the 
CaJlonbys, with whom I am every hour in the risk of 
being campromis. 



And lastly, a duel in perspective with some confounded 
Frenchman vho is at this very moment practising at a 
pistol -gallery. 

Such were the heads of my reflections, and such the 
agreeable impressions my visit to Paris was destined to 
open with; how they were to be followed up remains to be 
told. 




CHAPTER VI. 

CAPTAIN TREYAinON's ADVENTUBE. 

As the day was now waning apace^ and I was still 
unprovided with any one who could act as my second, I 
set out upon a search through the various large hotels in 
the neighborhood, trusting that amid my numerous ac- 
quaintance I should be fortunate enough to find some 
of them at Paris. With a most anxious eye I scanned the 
lists of arrivals at the usual haunts of my countrymen in 
the Rue Rivoli and the Place Venddme, but without suc- 
cess; there were long catalogues of "milors," with their 
^'couriers," etc., but not one name known to me in the 
number. 

I repaired to Galignani's Library, which, though crowded 
as ever with English, did not present to me one familiar 
face. From thence I turned into the Palais Koyal, and at 
last, completely jaded by walking and sick from disap- 
pointment, 1 sat down upon a bench in the Tuileries 
Gardens. 

1 had scarcely been there many minutes when a gentle- 
man accosted me in English, saying, " May I ask if this be 
your property?" showing at the same time a pocket-book 
which I had inadvertently dropped in pulling out my hand- 
kerchief. As I thanked him for his attention, and was 
about to turn away, I perceived that he continued to look 
very steadily at me. At length he said, — 

"I think I am not mistaken; 1 have the pleasure to see 
Mr. Lorrequer, who may, perhaps, recollect my name, 
Trevanion, of the 43d. The last time we met was at 
Malta." 

"Oh! I remember perfectly. Indeed, I should be very 
ungrateful if I did not; for to your kind offices there I am 
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indebted for my life. You must surely recollect the street 
row near the battery? " 

'* Yes, that was rather a brisk affair while it lasted^ but, 
pray, how long have you been here? " 

"Merely a few days; and most anxious am I to leave as 
soon as possible, — for independently of pressing reasons 
to wish myself elsewhere, I have had nothing but trouble 
and worry since my arrival, and at this instant am involved 
in a duel without the slightest cause that I can discover, 
and, what is still worse, without the aid of a single friend 
to undertake the requisite negotiation for me." 

"If my services can in any way assist — " 

"Oh, my dear Captain, this is really so great a favor that 
I cannot say hoy much I thank you." 

" Say nothing whatever, but rest quite assured that I am 
completely at your disposal; for although we are not very 
old friends, yet I have heard so much of you from some of 
ours that I feel as if we had been long acquainted." 

This was an immense piece of good f ortiine to me ; for 
of all the persons I knew, he was the most suited to aid me 
at this moment. In addition to a thorough knowledge of 
the Continent and its habits, he spoke French fluently, and 
had been the most distinguished authority in the duello to 
a large military acquaintance; joining to a consummate 
tact and cleverness in his diplomacy a temper that never 
permitted itself to be ruffled, and a most unexceptionable 
reputation for courage. In a word, to have had Trevanion 
for your second was not only to have secured odds in your 
favor, but, still better, to have obtained the certainty that, 
let the affair take what turn it might, you were sure of 
coming out of it with credit. 

He was the only man I have ever met who had much 
mixed himself in transactions of this nature, and yet never, 
by any chance, had degenerated into the fire-eater; more 
quiet, unassuming manners it was impossible to meet with, 
and in the various anecdotes I had heard of him, I had 
always traced a degree of forbearance that men of less 
known bravery might not have ventured to practise. At 
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the same time, when once roused by anything like premed- 
itated insult or predetermined a£Eront, he became almost 
ungovernable, and it would be safer to beard the lion in 
his den than cross his path. Among the many stories, and 
there were a great many current in his regiment, concern- 
ing him, there was one so singularly characteristic of the 
man that as I have passingly mentioned his name here, I 
may as well relate it; at the same time premising that as 
it is well known, I may only be repeating an often-heard 
tale to many of my readers. 

When the regiment to which Trevanion belonged became 
part of the army of occupation in Paris, he was left at Ver- 
sailles seriously ill from the effects of a sabre-wound he 
received at Waterloo, and from which his recovery at first 
was exceedingly doubtful. At the end of severad weeks, 
however, he became out of danger, and was able to receive 
the visits of his brother officers whenever they were fortu- 
nate enough to obtain a day's leave of absence to run down 
and see him. From them he learned that one of his oldest 
friends in the regiment had fallen in a duel during the time 
of his illness, and that two other officers were dangerously 
wounded,— one of whom was not expected to survive. 
When he inquired as to the reasons of these many disas- 
ters, he was informed that since the entrance of the allies 
into Paris the French officers, boiling with rage and indig- 
nation at their recent defeat, and smarting under the hourly 
disgrace which the presence of their conquerors suggested, 
sought out, by every means in their power, opportunities 
of insult ; but always so artfully contrived as to render the 
opposite party the challenger, thus reserving to themselves 
the choice of the weapons. When, therefore, it is borne in 
mind that the French are the most expert swordsmen in 
Europe, little doubt can exist as to the issue of these com- 
bats ; and, in fact, scarcely a morning passed without three 
or four English or Prussian officers being carried through 
the Barri^re de TEtoile, if not dead, at least seriously 
wounded, and condemned to carry with them through life 
the inflictions of a sanguinary and savage spirit of 
vengeance. 
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While Trevanion listened to this sad recital, — and 
scarcely did a day come without adding to the long cata- 
logue of disasters, — he at once perceived that the quiet 
deportment and unassuming demeanor which so strongly 
characterize the £nglish ofiScer were construed by their 
French opponents into evidences of want of courage, and 
saw that to so systematic a plan for slaughter no common 
remedy could be applied, and that some coup d'itdt was 
absolutely necessary to put it down once and forever. 

In the history of these sanguinary reticontres one name 
was continually recurring, generally as the principal, some- 
times the instigator, of the quarrel. This was an officer of 
a chasseur regiment who had the reputation of being the 
best swordsman in the whole French army, and was no less 
distinguished for his " skill at fence " than his uncomprom- 
ising hatred of the British, with whom alone, of all the 
allied forces, he was ever known to come in contact. So 
celebrated was the Capitaine Auguste Grendemar for his 
pursuits that it was well known at that time in Paris that 
he was the president of a duelling club associated for the 
express and avowed object of provoking to insult, and as 
certainly dooming to death, every English officer upon 
whom they could fasten a quarrel. 

The Cafe Phillidor, at that period in the Rue Vivienne, 
was the rendezvous of this reputable faction ; and here le 
capitaine reigned supreme, receiving accounts of the vari- 
ous " affairs " which were transacting, counselling and plot- 
ting for the future. His ascendency among his countrymen 
was perfectly undisputed; and being possessed of great mus- 
cular strength, with that peculiar /aroucA« exterior without 
which courage is nothing in France, he was in every way 
calculated for the infamous leadership he assumed. 

It was, unfortunately, to this same caf4y being situated 
in what was called the English quarter, that the officers of 
the 43d regiment were in the habit of resorting, totally 
unaware of the plots by which they were surrounded, and 
quite unsuspecting the tangled web of deliberate and cold- 
blooded assassination in which they were involved; and 
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here took place the quarrel, the result of which was the 
death of Trevanion's friend, a young officer of great prom- 
ise, and universally beloved in his regiment. 

As Trevanion listened to these accounts, his impatience 
became daily greater that his weak state should prevent his 
being among his brother officers when his advice and assist- 
ance were so imperatively required, and where, amid all 
the solicitude for his perfect recovery, he could not but 
perceive they ardently wished for his presence. 

The day at last arrived; and restored to something like 
his former self, Trevanion once more appeared in the mess- 
room of his regiment. Amid the many sincere and hearty 
congratulations on his recovered looks were not a few half- 
expressed hints that he should not go much out into the 
world for some little time to come. To these friendly 
admonitions Trevanion replied by a good-humored laugh 
and a ready assurance that he understood the intended 
kindness, and felt in no wise disposed to be invalided 
again. "In fact," said he, "I have come up here to enjoy 
life a little, — not to risk it; but among the sights of your 
gay capital, I must certainly have a peep at your famed 
captain, of whom I have heard too much not to feel an 
interest in him." 

Notwithstanding the many objections to this, made with 
a view to delay his visit to the Phillidor to a later period, 
it was at length agreed that they should all repair to the 
caf^ that evening, but upon the express understanding that 
every cause of quarrel should be strictly avoided, and that 
their stay should be merely sufficient to satisfy Trevanion's 
curiosity as to the appearance of the renowned captain. 

It was rather before the usual hour of the cafe's filling 
that a number of English officers, among whom was Tre- 
vanion, entered the salon of the Phillidor; having deter- 
mined not to attract any unusual attention, they broke into 
little knots and parties of threes and fours, and dispersed 
through the room, where they either sipped their coffee or 
played at dominoes, then, as now, the staple resource of a 
French cafL 
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The clock over the comptoir struck eight, and at the same 
instant a waiter made his appearance, carrying a small 
table, which he placed beside the fire ; and having trimmed 
a lamp and placed a large armchair before it, was about to 
withdraw, when Trevanion, whose curiosity was roused by 
the singularity of these arrangements, determined upon 
asking for whose comfort they were intended. The waiter 
stared for a moment at the question with an air as if 
doubting the seriousness of him who put it, and at last 
replied, ^^Pour Monsieur le CapitainCy je crois,^' with a 
certain tone of significance upon the latter words. 

"Ze capitaine ! but what captain?" said he, carelessly; 
^ for I am a captain, and that gentleman there, — and 
there, too, is another," at the same instant throwing him- 
self listlessly into the well-cushioned chair, and stretching 
out his legs at full length upon the hearth. 

The look of horror which this quiet proceeding on his 
part elicited from the poor waiter so astonished Trevanion 
that he could not help saying, " Is there anything the mat- 
ter with you, my friend? Are you ill?" 

" No, monsieur, not ill, — nothing the matter with me ; 
but youy sir, oh, you, sir, pray come away ! " 

" Me ! " said Trevanion, — " me ! Why, my good man, I 
was never better in my life; so now just bring me my coffee 
and the * Moniteur, ' if you have it. There, don't stare 
that way, but do as I bid you." 

There was something in the assured tone of these few 
words that either overawed or repressed every rising feel- 
ing of the waiter for his interrogator, for, silently handing 
his coffee and the newspaper, he left the room; not, how- 
ever, without bestowing a parting glance so full of terror 
and dismay that our friend was obliged to smile at it. All 
this was the work of a few minutes, and not until the noise 
of new arrivals had attracted the attention of his brother 
officers did they perceive where he had installed himself, 
and to what danger he was thus, as they supposed, unwit- 
tingly exposed. 

In perfect misery at what they conceived their own fault 
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in not apprising him of the sacred character of that place, 
they stood silently looking at him as he continued to sip 
his coffee, apparently unconscious of every thing and per- 
son about him. 

It was now, however, too late for remonstrance; for 
already several French officers had noticed the circum- 
stance, and by their interchange of looks and signs openly 
evinced their satisfaction at it, and their delight at the 
catastrophe which seemed inevitable to the luckless 
Englishman. 

There was now a more than ordinary silence in the cafiy 
which at all times was remarkable for the quiet and noise- 
less demeanor of its frequenters, when the door was flung 
open by the ready waiter, and the Capitaine Auguste (Jen- 
demar entered. He was a large, squarely-built man, with 
a most savage expression of countenance, which a bushy 
beard and shaggy, overhanging mustache served success- 
fully to assist; his eyes were shaded by deep, projecting 
brows and long eyebrows slanting over them and increas- 
ing their look of piercing sharpness ; there was in his whole 
air and demeanor that certain French air of swaggering 
bullyism which ever remained in those who, having risen 
from the ranks, maintained the look of ruffianly defiance 
which gave their early character for courage its peculiar 
merit. 

To the friendly salutations of his countrymen he returned 
the slightest and coldest acknowledgments, throwing a 
glance of disdain around him as he wended his way to his 
accustomed place beside the fire; this he did with as much 
of noise and swagger as he could well contrive, his sabre 
and sabretasche clanking behind, his spurs jangling, and 
his heavy step made purposely heavier to draw upon him 
the notice and attention he sought for. Trevanion alone 
testified no consciousness of his entrance, and appeared 
totally engrossed by the columns of his newspaper, from 
which he never lifted his eyes for an instant. Le capi- 
taine at length reached the fire-place, when, no sooner 
did he behold his accustomed seat in the possession of 
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another than he absolutely started back with surprise and 
anger. 

What might have been his first impulse it is hard to say, 
for as the blood rushed to his face and forehead, he clenched 
his hands firmly, and seemed for an instant, as he eyed the 
stranger, like a tiger about to spring upon its victim; this 
was but for a second, for turning rapidly round towards his 
friends, he gave them a look of peculiar meaning, showing 
two rows of white teeth, with a grin which seemed to say, 
"T have taken my line;" and he had done so. He now 
ordered the waiter, in a voice of thunder, to bring him a 
chair. This he took roughly from him and placed, with a 
crash, upon the floor, exactly opposite that of Trevanion, 
and still so near as scarcely to permit of his sitting down 
upon it. The noisy vehemence of this action at last ap- 
peared to have roused Trevanion's attention, for he now, 
for the first time, looked up from his paper and quietly 
regarded his vis-a-vls. There could not in the world be a 
stronger contrast to the bland look and courteous expression 
of Trevanion's handsome features than the savage scowl of 
the enraged Frenchman, in whose face the strong and ill- 
repressed workings of passion were twitching and distort- 
ing ever}' lineament and line; indeed, no words could ever 
convey half so forcibly as did that look, insult, — open, 
palpable, deep, determined insult! 

Trevanion's eyes, which had been merely for a moment 
lifted from his paper, again fell, and he appeared to take 
no notice whatever of the extraordinary proximity of the 
Frenchman, still less of the savage and insulting character 
of his looks. 

Le capitaine, having thus failed to bring on the explana- 
tion he sought for, proceeded to accomplish it by other 
means; for taking the lamp, by the light of which Trevan- 
ion was still reading, he placed it at his side of the table, 
and at the same instant stretching across his arm, he 
plucked the newspaper from his hand, giving at the same 
moment a glance of triumph towards the bystanders, as 
though he would say, *^ You see what he must submit to." 
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Words cannot describe the astonishment of the British offi- 
cers as they beheld Trevanion, under this gross and open 
insult, content himself by a slight smile and half bow, as 
if returning a courtesy, and then throw his eyes down- 
wards, as if engaged in deep thought, while the triumphant 
sneer of the French at this unaccountable conduct was abso- 
lutely maddening to them to endure. 

But their patience was destined to submit to stronger 
proof; for at this instant le capitaine stretched forth one 
enormous leg, cased in his massive jack-boot, and with a 
crash deposited the heel upon the foot of their friend Tre- 
vanion. At length he is roused, thought they, for a slight 
flush of crimson flitted across his cheek, and his upper lip 
trembled with a quick, spasmodic twitching; but both 
these signs were over in a second, and his features were 
as calm and unmoved as before, and his only appearance 
of consciousness of the affront was given by his drawing 
back his chair and placing his legs beneath it, as if for 
protection. 

This last insult, and the tame forbearance with which it 
was submitted to, produced all their opposite effects upon 
the bystanders, and looks of ungovernable rage and deri- 
sive contempt were every moment interchanging; indeed, 
were it not for the all-absorbing interest which the two 
great actors in the scene had concentrated upon themselves, 
the two parties must have come at once into open conflict. 

The clock of the cafe struck nine, — the hour at which 
Gendemar always retired; so calling to the waiter for his 
glass of brandy, he placed his newspaper upon the table, 
and putting both his elbows upon it, and his chin upon his 
hands, he stared full in Trevanion's face with a look of the 
most derisive triumph, meant to crown the achievement of 
the evening. To this, as to all his former insults, Trevan- 
ion appeared still insensible, and merely regarded him with 
his never-changing half-smile. The brandy arrived; le 
capitaine took it in his hand, and with a nod of most 
insulting familiarity saluted Trevanion, adding with a 
loud voice, so as to be heard on every side, — "il voire 
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CHAPTER VII. 

DIFFICULTIES. 

Whilk we walked together towards Meurice's I explained 
to Trevanion the position in which I stood; and having 
detailed at full length the row at the Salon and the im- 
prisonment of O'Leary, entreated his assistance in be- 
half of him, as well as to free me from some of my many 
embarrassments. 

It was strange enough — though at first so pre-occupied 
was I with other thoughts that I paid but little attention 
to it — that no part of my eventful evening seemed to make 
so strong an impression on him as my mention of having 
seen my cousin Guy and heard from him of the death of 
my uncle. At this portion of my story he smiled with so 
much significance of meaning that I could not help asking 
his reason. 

^'It is always an unpleasant task, Mr. Lorrequer, to 
speak in any way, however delicately, in a tone of dispar- 
agement of a man's relative ; and therefore, as we are not 
long enough acquainted — " 

"But pray," said I, "waive that consideration, and only 
remember the position in which I now am. If you know 
anything of this business, I entreat you to tell me ; I prom- 
ise to take whatever you may be disposed to communicate, 
in the same good part it is intended." 

" Well, then, I believe you are right. But first, let me 
ask you how do you know of your uncle's death? For I 
have reason to doubt it.*' 

"From Guy; he told me himself." 

"When did you see him, and where?" 

"Why, I have just told you; I saw him last night at 
the Salon." 
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''And 70a could not be mistaken? " 

" Impossible ! Besides, he wrote to me a note which I 
received this morning, — here it is.** 

''Hem, ha! Well, are you satisfied that it is his hand- 
writing?" said Trevanion, as he perused the note slowly 
twice over. 

"Why, of course — But stop — You are right; it is 
not his hand, nor do I know the writing, now that you 
direct my attention to it. But what can that mean? You 
surely do not suppose that I have mistaken any one for him? 
For, independent of all else, his knowledge of my family 
and my uncle's affairs would quite disprove that." 

" This is really a complex affair, " said Trevanion, mus- 
ingly. " How long may it be since you saw your cousin, — 
before last night, I mean? " 

"Several years, —^ above six, certainly." 

"Oh! it is quite possible, then," said Trevanion, mus- 
ingly. " Do you know, Mr. Lorrequer, this affair seems more 
puzzling to me than to you, and for this plain reason, — I am 
disposed to think you never saw your cousin last night." 

"Why, confound it, there is one circumstance that I 
think may satisfy you on that head. You will not deny 
that I saw some one who very much resembled him; and, 
certainly, as he lent me above three thousand francs to play 
with at the table, it looks rather more like his act than that 
of a perfect stranger." 

"Have you got the money?" asked Trevanion, dryly. 

"Yes," said I; "but certainly you are the most unbeliev- 
ing of mortals, and I am quite happy that I have yet in my 
possession two of the billets de banqtte ; for, I suppose, with- 
out them, you would scarcely credit me." I here opened 
my pocket-book and produced the notes. 

He took them, examined them attentively for an instant, 
held them between him and the light, refolded them, and, 
having placed them in my pocket-book, said : " I thought as 
much, — they are forgeries." 

"Hold!" said I; "my cousin Guy, whatever wildness he 
may have committed, is yet totally incapable of — *' 
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"I never said the contrary," replied Trevanion, in the 
same dry tone as before. 

"Then what can you mean? For I see no alternative 
between that and totally discrediting the evidence of my 
senses." 

" Perhaps I can suggest a middle course," said Trevanion ; 
" lend me, therefore, a patient hearing for a few moments, 
and I may be able to throw some light upon this difficult 
matter. You may never have heard that there is, in this 
same city of Paris, a person so extremely like your cousin 
Guy that his most intimate friends have daily mistaken one 
for the other; and this mistake has the more often been 
made from the circumstances of their both being in the 
habit of frequenting the same class in society, where, know- 
ing and walking with the same people, the difficulty of 
discriminating has been greatly increased. This individ- 
ual, who has too many aliases for one to know which to 
particularize him by, is one of that numerous order of 
beings which a high state of civilization is always engen- 
dering and throwing up on the surface of society; he is a 
man of low birth and mean connections, but gifted with, 
most taking manners and an unexceptional address and 
appearance. These advantages, and the possession of 
apparently independent means, have opened to him the 
access to a certain set of people who are well known and 
well received in society, and obtained for him, what he 
prizes much more, the admission into several clubs where 
high play is carried on. In this mixed assemblage, which 
sporting habits and gambling (that grand leveller of all 
distinctions) have brought together, this man and your 
cousin Guy met frequently; and from the constant allu- 
sion to the wonderful resemblance between them, your 
eccentric cousin, who, I must say, was never too select in 
his acquaintances, frequently amused himself by practical 
jokes upon his friends which served still more to nurture 
the intimacy between them; and from this habit, Mr. Dud- 
ley Morewood — for such is his latest patronymic — must 
have enjoyed frequent opportunities of hearing much of 
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your family and relations^ — a species of information he 
never neglected, though at the moment it might appear not 
so immediately applicable to his purposes. Now, this man, 
who knows of every new English arrival in Paris with as 
much certainty as the police itself, would at once be aware 
of your being here ; and having learned from Guy how little 
intercourse there had been of late years between you, would 
not let slip an opportunity of availing himself of the like- 
ness if anything could thereby turn to his profit." 

"Stop!'' cried I. "You have opened my eyes com- 
pletely; for now 1 remember that as I continued to win 
last night, this man, who was playing hazard at another 
table, constantly borrowed from me, but always in gold, 
invariably refusing the bank-notes as too high for his 
game." 

"There his object was clear enough; for besides obtain- 
ing your gold, he made you the means of disseminating his 
false billets de banqiie," 

" So that I have been actually playing and winning upon 
this fellow's forgeries," said I, "and am perhaps at this 
very instant inscribed in the Livre noir of the police as a 
most accomplished swindler! But what could be the inten- 
tion of his note this morning? " 

"As to that," said Trevanion, "it is hard to say. One 
thing you may assuredly rely upon, — it is not an unneces- 
sary epistle, whatever be its object; he never wastes his 
powder when the game flies too high. So we must only 
wait patiently for the unravelment of his plans, satisfied 
that we, at least, know something. What most surprises 
me is his venturing at present to appear in public; for it 
is not above two months since an escapade of his attracted 
so much attention in the play world here that he was obliged 
to leave, and it was supposed that he would never return to 
Paris." 

"One piece of good fortune there is at least," said I, 
"which, I can safely say, repays me for any and all the 
annoyance this unhappy affair may cause me, — it is, that 
my poor old uncle is still alive and well. Not all my anti- 
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cipated pleasures in newly acquired wealth could have 
afforded me the same gratification that this fact does; for 
although never so much his favorite as my cousin, yet the 
sense of protection, the feeling of confidence which is insep- 
arable from the degree of relationship between us, standing, 
as he has ever done, in the light of a father to me, is infi- 
nitely more pleasurable than the possession of riches, which 
must ever suggest to me the recollection of a kind friend 
lost to me forever. But so many thoughts press on me, so 
many effects of this affair are staring me in the face, I 
really know not which way to turn, nor can I even collect 
my ideas sufficiently to determine what is first to be done." 

"Leave all that to me," said Trevanion; "it is a tangled 
web, but I think I can unravel it. Meanwhile, where does 
the captain reside? For among all your pressing engage- 
ments, this affair with the Frenchman must come off first; 
and for this reason, although you are not really obliged to 
give him satisfaction, by his merely producing your card 
and insisting that you are to be responsible for the mis- 
deeds of any one who might show it as his own address, yet 
I look upon it as a most fortunate thing, while charges so 
heavy may be at this moment hanging over your head as 
the proceedings of last night involve, that you have a pub- 
lic opportunity of meeting an antagonist in the field, — 
thereby evincing no fear of publicity nor any intention of 
absconding; for be assured that the police are at this mo- 
ment in possession of what has occurred, and from the 
fracas which followed, are well disposed to regard the 
whole as a concerted scheme to seize upon the property of 
the banque, — a not uncommon wind-up here when luck 
fails. My advice is, therefore, meet the man at once; I 
shall take care that the prefect is informed that you have 
been imposed upon by a person passing himself off as your 
relative, and enter bail for your appearance whenever you 
are called upon. That being done, we shall have time for 
a moment's respite to look around us and consider the other 
bearings of this difficult business." 

"Here, then, is the card of address," said I: "Eugene 
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de JoDcouity Capitaise de Caralerie, Xo. &, Chanssea 
d'JkDtin-" 

''De JoDoourt! why, oonfound it, this is not so pleasant; 
he is about the best shot in Paris, and a Teij steady swoids- 
man besides. I don't like this." 

^But you forget^ he is the friend, not the principal, 
here.'' 

"The more good fortune yonrs," said TreTanion, dryly; 
"for I acknowledge I should not give much for your chance 
at twenty paces opposite his pistoL Then who is the 
other? " 

"Le Baron d'Haultpenne,'' said I, ^and his name is all 
that I know of him; his very appearance is unknown to 
me." 

"I believe I am acquainted with him," said Tievaninn; 
" but here we are at Meurice's. Now I shall just write a 
few lines to a legal friend who will manage to liberate Mr. 
O'Leary, whose services we shall need, — two persons are 
usual on each side in this country, — and then * to 
business.'" 

The note written and despatched, Trevanion jumped into 
a cab and set out for the Chaussee d'Antin, leaving me to 
think over, as well as I could, the mass of trouble and con* 
fusion in which twenty-four hours of life in Paris had 
involved me. 
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CHAPTER Vm. 

EXPLANATION. 

It was past seven o'clock when Trevanion made his 
appearance, accompanied by O'Leary ; and having in a few 
words informed me that a meeting was fixed for the follow- 
ing morning near St. Cloud, proposed that we should at 
once go to dinner at Vary's, after which we should have 
plenty of time to discuss the various steps to be taken. As 
we were leaving the hotel for this purpose, a waiter re- 
quested of me to permit M. Meurice to speak a few words 
to me; which having agreed to, I entered the little bureau 
where this Czar of Hotels sits enthroned, — and what was 
my surprise to learn the request he had to prefer was no- 
thing less than that I would so far oblige him as to vacate 
the apartment I possessed in the hotel, adding that my 
compliance would confer upon him the power to accommo- 
date a '' Milord " who had written for apartments and was 
coming with a large suite of servants. Suspecting that 
some rumor of the late affair at Frascati's might have 
influenced my friend Meurice in this unusual demand, I 
abruptly refused, and was about to turn away, when he, 
perhaps guessing that I had not believed his statements, 
handed me an open letter, saying, "You see, sir, this is 
the letter; and as I am so pressed for spare room, I must 
now refuse the writer." 

As my eye glanced at the writing, I started back with 
amazement to perceive it was in my cousin Guy's hand, re- 
questing that apartments might be retained for Sir Guy 
Lorrequer, my uncle, who was to arrive in Paris by the end 
of the week. If any doubt had remained on my mind as to 
the deception I had been duped by, this would completely 
have dispelled it; but I had long before been convinced of 



EXPLANATION. 83 

the triok, and only wondered how the false Guy — Mr. 
Dudley Morewood — had contrived to present himself to 
me so opportunely, and by what means, in so short a space 
of time, he had become acquainted with my personal 
appearance. 

As I mentioned this circumstance of the letter to Trevan- 
ion, he could not conceal his satisfaction, at his sagacity in 
unravelling the mystery, while this new intelligence con- 
firmed the justness and accuracy of all his explanations. 

As we walked along towards the Palais Koyal, Trevanion 
endeavored, not very successfully, to explain to my friend 
O'Leary the nature of the trick which had been practised, 
promising at another time some revelations concerning the 
accomplished individual who had planned it^ which in bold- 
ness and daring eclipsed even this. 

Any one who in waking has had the confused memory of 
a dream in which events have been so mingled and mixed 
as to present no uniform narrative, but only a mass of 
strange and incongruous occurrences, without object or con.- 
nection, may form some notion of the state of restless ex- 
citement my brain suffered from as the many and conflicting 
ideas my late adventures suggested, presented themsdves 
to my mind in rapid successipn. 

The glare, the noise, and the clatter of a French cafi are 
certainly not the agents most in request for restoring a man 
to the enjoyment of his erring faculties ; and if I felt addled 
and confused before, I had scarcely passed the threshold of 
Y^ry's when I became absolutely like one in a trance. The 
large salon was more than usually crowded, and it was with 
difficulty that we obtained a place at a table where some 
other English were seated, among whom I recognized my 
lately made acquaintance, Mr. Edward Bingham. 

Excepting a cup of coffee, I had taken nothing the entire 
day; and so completely did my anxieties of different kinds 
subdue all appetite that the most exquisite viands of this 
well-known restaurant did not in the least tempt me. The 
champagne alone had any attraction for me; and seduced 
by the icy coldness of the wine, I drank copiously. This 
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was all that was wanting to complete the maddening con- 
fusion of my brain, and the effect was instantaneous : the 
lights danced before my eyes; the lustres whirled round; 
and as the scattered fragments of conversation on either 
side met my ear, I was able to form some not very inaccu- 
rate conception of what insanity might be. Politics and 
literature, Mexican bonds and Noblet's legs, pates de per- 
dreaux and the quarantine laws, the extreme gauche and 
roulette, Victor Hugo and rouge-et-noir, had formed a 
species of grand ballet d'action in my fevered brain, and I 
was perfectly beside myself. Occasionally, too, I would 
revert to my own concerns, although I was scarcely able to 
follow up any train of thought for more than a few seconds 
together, and totally inadequate to distinguish the false 
from the true. I continued to confound the counterfeit 
with my cousin, and wonder how my poor uncle, for whom 
I was about to put on the deepest mourning, could possibly 
think of driving me out of my lodgings. Of my duel for the 
morning I had the most shadowy recollection, and could not 
perfectly comprehend whether it was O'Leary or myself was 
the principal, and, indeed, cared but little. In this happy 
state of independent existence I must have passed a consid- 
erable time ; and as my total silence when spoken to, or my 
irrelevant answers, appeared to have tired out my compan- 
ions, they left me to the uninterrupted enjoyment of my 
own pleasant imaginings. 

" Do you hear, Lorrequer," at last said Trevanion, — "are 
you asleep, my dear friend? This gentleman has been good 
enough to invite us to breakfast to-morrow at St. Cloud." 

I looked up, and was just able to recognize the well- 
trimmed mustachio of Mr. Edward Bingham as he stood 
mumbling something before me. 

"St. Cloud, —what of St. Cloud?" said I. 

"We have something in that quarter to-morrow." 

"What is it, O'Leary? Can we go? " 

"Oh! certainly. Our engagement is an early one.*' 

"We shall accept your polite invitation with pleasure — " 
Here he stooped over and whispered something in my ear, 
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— what, I cannot say; but I know that my reply, now 
equally lost to me, produced a hearty fit of laughing to my 
two friends. 

My next recollection is finding myself in a crowded box 
at the theatre. It seems that O'Leary had acceded to a 
proposal from some of the other party to accompany them 
to the Porte St. Martin, where Mrs. Bingham and her 
daughter had engaged a box. Amid all the confusion 
which troubled thoughts and wine produced in me, I could 
not help perceiving a studied politeness and attention on 
the part of Mr. Edward Bingham towards me; and my first 
soberiug refieetion came on finding that a place was reserved 
for me beside Miss Bingham, into which, by some contriv- 
ance I can in no wise explain, I found myself almost imme- 
diately installed. To all the excitement of champagne and 
punch let the attractions of a French ballet be added, and 
with a singularly pretty companion at your side, to whom 
you have already made sufficient advances to be aware that 
you are no longer indifferent to her, and I venture to pre- 
dict that it is much more likely your conversation will 
incline to flirting than political economy, and, moreover, 
that you make more progress during the performance of one 
single pas de deux upon the stage than you have hitherto 
done in ten morning calls, with an unexceptionable whisker 
and the best-fitting gloves in Paris. Alas ! alas I it is only 
the rich man that ever wins at rouge-etfioir. The well- 
insured Indiaman, with her cargo of millions, comes safe 
into port; while the whole venture of some hardy veteran 
of the wave founders within sight of his native shore. So 
is it ever. Where success would be all and everything, it 
never comes; but only be indifferent or regardless, and for- 
tune is at your feet, suing and imploring your acceptance 
of her favors. What would I not have given for one half 
of that solicitude now so kindly expressed in my favor by 
Miss Bingham if syllabled by the lips of Lady Jane Cal- 
lonby! How would my heart have throbbed for one light 
smile from one, while I ungratefully basked in the openly 
avowed preference of the other! These were my first 
thoughtSi — what were the succeeding ones? 
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'^Elle est tris bien I " said a Frenchwoman, turning round 
in the box next to us, and directing at the same moment the 
eyes of a mustachioed hero upon my fair companion. 

What a turn to my thoughts did this unexpected ejacu- 
lation give rise to! I now began to consider her more 
attentively, and certainly concurred fully in the French- 
woman's verdict. I had never seen her look half so well 
before. The great fault in her features, which were most 
classically regular, lay in the monotony and uniform char- 
acter of their expression. Kow this was quite changed. 
Her cheek was slightly flushed, and her eyes more brilliant 
than ever; while her slightly parted lips gave a degree of 
speaking earnestness to her expression that made her per- 
fectly beautiful. 

Whether it was from this cause, I cannot say, but I cer* 
tainly never felt so suddenly decided in my life from one 
course to its very opposite, as I now did to pay attention to 
my lovely companion. And here, I fear, I must acknowl- 
edge, in the honesty of these confessional details, that 
vanity had also its share in the decision. To be the ad- 
mitted and preferred suitor of the prettiest woman in com- 
pany, is generally a strong inducement to fall desperately 
in love with her, independently of other temptations for so 
doing. 

How far my successes tallied with my good intentions in 
this respect, I cannot now say. I only remember that more 
than once O'Leary whispered to me something like a cau- 
tion of some sort or other; but Emily's encouraging smiles 
and still more encouraging speeches had far more effect 
upon me than all the eloquence of the united service, had it 
been engaged in my behalf, would have effected. Mrs. 
Bingham, too, — who, to do her justice, seemed but little 
cognizant of our proceedings, — from time to time evinced 
that species of motherly satisfaction which very young men 
rejoice much in, and older ones are considerably alarmed at. 

The play over, O'Leary charged himself with the protec- 
tion of madam, while I enveloped Emily in her shawl and 
drew her arm within my own. What my hand had to do 
with hers, I knew not; it remains one of the unexplained 
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difficulties of that eventful eyening. I have, it is true, a 
hazy recollection of pressing some very taper and delicately 
formed fingers; and remember, too, the pain I felt next 
morning on awaking, by the pressure of a too tight ring, 
which had, by some strange accident^ found its way to my 
finger, for which its size was but ill adapted. 

" You will join us at supper, I hope,'' saidMrs. Bingham, 
as Trevanion handed her to her carriage. "Mr. Lorrequer, 
Mr. O'Leary, we shall expect you." 

I was about to promise to do so, when Trevanion sud- 
denly interrupted me, saying that he had already accepted 
an invitation which would, unfortunately, prevent us; and 
having hastily wished the ladies good-night, hurried me 
away so abruptly that I had not a moment given for even 
one parting look at the fair Emily. 

"Why, Trevanion," said I, "what invitation are you 
dreaming of? I, for one, should have been delighted to 
have gone home with the Binghams." 

"So I perceived," said Trevanion, gravely; "and it was 
for that precise reason I so firmly refused what, individ- 
ually, I might have been most happy to accept." 

"Then pray have the goodness to explain — " 

" It is easily done. You have already, in recounting your 
manifold emimrrassments, told me enough of these people 
to let me see that they intend you should marry among 
them; and, indeed, you have gone quite far enough to en- 
courage such an expectation. Your present excited state 
has led you sufficiently far this evening, and I could not 
answer for your not proposing in all form before the sup- 
per was over; therefore I had no other course open to me 
than positively to refuse Mrs. Bingham's invitation. But 
here we are now at the Cadran Rouge; we shall have our 
lobster and a glass of Moselle, and then to bed, for we must 
not forget that we are to be at St. Cloud by seven." 

"Ah! that is a good thought of yours about the lobster," 
said O'Leary; "and now, as you understand these matters, 
just order supper, and let us enjoy ourselves." 

With all the accustomed despatch of a restaurant, a 
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most appetizing little sapper made its speedy appearance; 
and although now perfectly divested of the high excitement 
which had hitherto possessed me, my spirits were excel- 
lent, and I never more relished our good fare and good 
fellowship. 

After a full bumper to the health of the fair Emily had 
been proposed and drained by all three, Trevanion again 
explained how much more serious difdculty would result 
from any false step in that quarter than from all other 
scrapes collectively. 

This he represented so strongly that for the first time I 
began to perceive the train of ill consequences that must 
inevitably result, and promised most faithfully to be guided 
by any counsel he might feel disposed to give me. 

"Ah! what a pity," said O'Leary, "it is not my case. 
It 's very little trouble it would cost any one to break off a 
match for me, I had always a most peculiar talent for 
those things." 

"Indeed!" said Trevanion. "Pray may we know your 
secret? For, perhaps, ere long we may have occasion for 
its employment." 

"Tell it by all means," said I. 

"If I do," said O'Leary, " it will cost you a patient hear- 
ing; for my experiences are connected with two episodes in 
my early life which, although not very amusing, are cer- 
tainly instructive." 

"Oh! by all means let us hear them," said Trevanion; 
" for we have yet two bottles of Chambertin left, and must 
finish them ere we part." 

"Well, agreed," said O'Leary; "only once for all, as 
what I am about to confide is strictly confidential, you 
must promise never even to allude to it hereafter in even 
the most remote manner, much less indulge in any 
unseemly mirth at what I shall relate." 

Having pledged ourselves to secrecy and a becoming 
seriousness, O'Leary began his story as follows. 



CHAPTER IX. 

MR. o'lEABY's FIBST LOYB. 

** It was during the yiceiojalty of the Dake of Richmond 
that the incidents I am about to mention took place. That 
was a few years since, and I was rather younger and a little 
more particular about my dress than at present." Here 
the little man threw a calm glance of satisfaction upon his 
uncouth habiliments that nearly made us forget our com- 
pact and laugh outright. ^' Well, in those wild and head- 
strong days of youthful ardor I fell in love, — desperately 
in love'; and as always is, I believe, the case with our early 
experiments in that unfortunate passion, the object of my 
affection was in every way unsuited to me. She was a tall, 
dark-haired, dark-eyed maiden, with a romantic imagina- 
tion and a kind of half -crazed poetic fervor that often made 
me fear for her intellect. I 'm a short, rather fat, — I was 
always given this way," — here he patted a waistcoat that 
would fit Daniel Lambert, — "happy-minded little fellow, 
that liked my supper of oysters at the Pigeon-house, and 
my other creature comforts, and hated everything that ex- 
cited or put me out of my way, just as I would have hated 
a blister. Then, the devil would have it — for as certainly 
as marriages are made in heaven, flirtations have something 
to say to the other place — that I should fall most irretriev- 
ably in love with Lady Agnes Moreton. Bless my soul, it 
absolutely puts me in a perspiration, this hot day, just to 
think over all I went through on her account! For, strange 
to say, the more I appeared to pro8x>er in her good graces, 
the more did she exact on my part; the pursuit was like 
Jacob's ladder, — if it did lead to heaven, it was certainly 
an awfully long journey, and very hard on one's legs. 
There was not an amusement she could think of; no matter 
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how unsuited to my tastes or my abilities, that she did not 
immediately take a violent fancy to; and then there was no 
escaping^ and I was at once obliged to go with the tide, 
and Heaven knows if it would not have carried me to my 
grave if it were not for the fortunate (I now call it) acci- 
dent that broke off the affair forever. One time she took a 
fancy for yachting; and all the danglers about her — and 
she had always had a cordon of them, young aides-de-camp 
of her father the general, and idle hussars in clanking 
sabretasches and most absurd mustaches — approved of 
the taste, and so kept filling her mind with anecdotes of 
corsairs and smugglers that at last nothing would satisfy 
her till I — /, who always would rather have waited for 
low water and waded the Liffey in all its black mud than 
cross over in the ferry-boat, for fear of sickness — I was 
obliged to put an advertisement in the newspaper for a 
pleasure-boat, and before three weeks saw myself owner of 
a clinker-built schooner of forty-eight tons that by some 
mockery of fortune was called * The Delight.' I wish you 
saw me, as you might have done every morning for about a 
month, as I stood on the Custom-house quay giving orders 
for the outfit of the little craft. At first, as she bobbed and 
pitched with the flood-tide, I used to be a little giddy and 
rather qualmish, but at last I learned to look on without 
my head reeling. I began to fancy myself very much of a 
sailor, — a delusion considerably encouraged by a huge blue 
jacket and a sou'wester, both of which, though it was in 
the dog.days, Agnes insisted upon my wearing, saying I 
looked more like Dirk Hatteraick, who, I understood, was 
one of her favorite heroes in Walter Scott. In fact, after 
she suggested this, she and all her friends called me nothing 
but 'Dirk.' 

''Well, at last, after Heaven knows how many excuses 
on my part and entreaties for delay, a day was appointed 
for our first excursion. I shall never forget that day, — 
the entire night before it I did not close my eyes; the 
8kipx>er had told me, in his confounded sea-jargon, that if 
the wind was in one quarter we should have a short, toss- 
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Ing sea; and if in another, a long, rolling swell; and if in 
a thirdi a happy union of both : in fact, he made it out that 
it could not possibly blow right, — an opinion I most heart- 
ily coincided in; and most devoutly did I pray for a calm 
that would not permit of our stirring from our moorings, 
and thus mar our projected party of pleasure. My prayer 
was unheard; but my hopes rose, on the other hand, for it 
blew tremendously during the entire night, and although 
there was a lull towards morning, the sea, even in the river, 
was considerable. 

''I had just come to the conclusion that I was safe for 
this time, when the mate poked his head into the room and 
said, — 

"* Mr. Brail wishes to know, sir, if he '11 bend the new 
mainsail to-day, as it 's blowing rather fresh, and he thinks 
the spars light.' 

^'^ Why, the devil take him, he would not have us go 
out in a hurricane! Surely, Pipes, we could not take out 
ladies to-day? ' 

"*0h! bless your heart, yes, sir; it blows a bit, to be 
sure, but* she 's a good sea-boat, and we can run for Arklow 
or the Hook if it comes fresher.' 

^'^Oh, nonsense I there's no pleasure in that; besides, 
I 'm sure they won't like it, — the ladies won't venture, 
you'll see.' 

" *Ay, sir, but they 're all on board a'ready ; there 's eight 
ladies in the cabin and six on deck, and as many hampers 
of victuals and as much crockery as if we were goin' to 
Madeira. Captain Grantham, sir, the soldier officer with 
the big beard, is a-mixing punch in the grog-tub.' 

'' ^ From the consequences of this day I proclaim myself 
innocent,' said I, with a solemn voice, as I drew on my 
duck trousers and prepared to set out. 

'''And the mainsail, sir? ' said the mate, not understand- 
ing what I said. 

"'I care not which,' said I, doggedly; 'act or part in 
this wilful proceeding I '11 not take.' 

'^'Ay, ay, sir,' said the stupid wretch; 'then I'll say 
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you 're a coming, and he may stretch the large canvas; for 
the skipper says he likes a wet jacket when he has gentle- 
men out.' 

"Never did a victim put on a flame-colored garment, the 
emblem of fate, and set out on the march of death with a 
heavier heart than did I put on my pilot-coat that morning 
to join my friends. 

" My last hope deserted me as I saw the little vessel lying 
beside the quay; for I continued to trust that in getting out 
from the dock some accident or mischance might occur to 
spoil our sport. But no; there she lay, rolling and pitch- 
ing in such a way that, even at anchor, they could not 
stand on the deck without holding. Amid the torrent of 
compliments for the perfection of all my arrangements, 
and innumerable sweet things on my taste in the decora- 
tion and fitting up of my cabin, I scarcely felt myself, afloat 
for some minutes, and we got under way amid a noise 
and uproar that absolutely prevented the possibility of 
reflection. 

"Hitherto our destination had not been mentioned, and 
as all the party appealed to Lady Agnes, I couTd not be 
less gallant, and joined them in their request. 

"* Well, then, what do you think of Lam bay? ' said she, 
looking at the same moment towards the skipper. 

"* We can make it, my lady,' said the man, * but we '11 
have a roughish sea of it, for there's a strong point of 
westward in the wind.' 

"* Then don't think of it,' said I. * We have come out 
for pleasure, not to make our friends sick or terrify them. 
It does very well for us men.' 

"* There you are. Dirk, with your insolent sneers about 
women's nerves and female cowardice. Kow, nothing but 
Lambay will content me, — what say you, ladies? ' 

"A general reply of approval met this speech, and it was 
carried by acclamation. 

" ' Lambay then be it, ' said I, with the voice of a man 
who, entreating to be shot, is informed that he cannot be 
afforded that pleasure, as his sentence is to be hanged. 
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'*But I must hasten over these painful recollections. We 
dropped down the river, and soon left the lighthouse and 
its long pier behind us, the mast bending like a whip, and 
the sea boiling like barm over the lee gunwale. Still, the 
spirit of our party only rose the lighter, and nothing but 
eulogies upon the trim and sailing of the craft resounded 
on all sides. The din and buzz of the conversation went 
on only more loudly and less restrictedly than if the party 
had been on shore, and all, even myself, seemed happy, 
for up to this moment I had not been sea-sick; yet certain 
treacherous sensations, that alternately evinced themselves 
in my stomach and my head, warned me of what was in 
store for me. The word was now given to tack; I was in 
the act of essaying a soft speech to Lady Agnes, when the 
confounded cry was heard of * Ready about! Starboard 
there; let go sheets and tacks I Stand by, haul!' The 
vessel plunged head-foremost into the boiling sea, which 
hissed on either bow ; the heavy boom swung over, carrying 
my hat along with it — and almost my head too. The rest 
of the party, possibly better informed than myself, speedily 
changed their places to the opposite side of the boat, while 
I remained holding on fast by the gunwale, till the sea, 
rushing over what was now become the lee side, carried me 
head over heels into the shingle ballast in the waist. Lord, 
how they did laugh! Agnes, too, who never before could 
get beyond a very faint smile, grew almost hysterical at my 
performance. As for me, I only wanted this to complete 
my long-threatened misfortune; sea-sickness, in all its 
most miserable forms, set in upon me, and ere half an 
hour I lay upon that heap of small stones as indifferent 
to all around and about me as though I were dead. Oh, 
the long, dreary hours of that melancholy day! it seemed 
like a year. They tacked and tacked, they wore, beat, and 
tacked again, the sea washing over me, and the ruffianly 
sailors trampling upon me without the slightest remorde 
whenever they had any occasion to pass back or forward. 
From my long trance of suffering I was partly roused by 
the steward shaking my shoulder, saying, — 
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^' The gentlemen wish to know, sir, if you *d like sum 'at 
to eaty as they 're a goin' to have a morsel; we are getting 
into slack water now.' 

"* Where are we? ' I replied, in a sepulchral voice. 

^'' Off the Hook, sir. We have had a most splendid run, 
but I fear we '11 catch it soon; there 's some dirty weather 
to the westward.' 

''' Grod grant it! ' said I, piously and in a low tone. 

"* Did you say you 'd have a bit to eat, sir? ' 

'^ ' No I Eat ! Am I a cannibal ? Eat — go away. Mark 
me, my good fellow, 1 '11 pay you your wages, if ever we get 
ashore; you '11 never set another foot aboard with me.' 

''The man looked perfectly astounded as he moved away, 
and my thoughts were soon engrossed by the proceedings 
near me. The rattle of knives and the jingling of plates 
and glasses went on very briskly for some time, accom- 
panied by various pleasant observations of my guests, for 
such I judged them, from the mirth which ever followed 
them. At last I thought I heard my name, or at least what 
they pleased to use as its substitute, mentioned; I strained 
my ears to listen, and learned that they were pretending to 
plan a run over to Cowes and see the regatta. This they 
discussed then for about twenty minutes in a very loud 
voice, purposely to see its effects upon me ; but as I was 
now aware of the trick, I gave no signs of any intelligence. 

"'Poor Dirk,' said Grantham, * I believe by this time he 
cares very little which way her head lies; but here comes 
something better than all our discussions. Lady Agnes, 
sit here ; Miss Pelham, here 's a dry cushion for you. Did 
you say a wing, Lady Mary? ' 

" Now began the crash and clatter of dinner, — cham- 
pagne corks popping, glasses ringing, and all that peculiar 
admixture oi fracas and fun which accompanies a scrambled 
meal. How they di^ laugh and eat, ay, and drink tool 
Grantham's punch seemed to have its success, for, sick as 
I was, I could perceive the voices of the men grow gradu- 
ally louder, and discovered that two gentlemen who had 
been remarkably timid in the morning, and scarcely opened 
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their lips, were now rather uproariously given, and one 
even proposed to sing. 

'''If any man,' thought I, ' were to look for an instant 
at the little scene now enacting here, what a moral would 
he reap from it! Talk of the base ingratitude of the world, 
you cannot say too much of it. Who would suppose that it 
was my boat these people were assembled in; that it was 
my champagne these people were drinking; that my veni- 
son and my pheasants were feeding those Ups which rarely 
spoke except to raise a joke at my expense?' My chagrin 
increased my sickness, and my sickness redoubled my 
chagrin. 

"* Mr. Brail,' said I, in a low whisper, ' Mr. Brail.' 

"' Did you speak, sir? ' said he, with about as much sur- 
prise in his manner as though he had been addressed by a 
corpse. 

"' Mr. Brail,' said I, ' is there any danger here?' 

"'Lord love you, no, sir; she's walking Spanish, and 
the sea going down. We shall have lovely weather, and 
they 're all enjoying it, sir, — the ladies.' 

"' So I perceive,' said I, with a groan, — ' so I perceive; 
but, Mr. Brail, could you do nothing — just to — to — startle 
them a little, I mean for fun only? Just ship a heavy sea 
or two, — I don't care for a little damage, Mr. Brail; and 
if it were to wash over the dinner service and all the wine, 
I should not like it worse.' 

"'Why, sir, you are getting quite funny; the sickness is 
going. ' 

'"No, Mr. Brail, worse than ever; my head is in two 
pieces, and my stomach in the back of my mouth. But I 
should like you to do this, — so just manage it, will you? 
And there's twenty pounds in my pocket-book, you can 
have it, — there now, won't you oblige me? And hark ye, 
Mr. Brail, if Captain Grantham were to be washed over by 
mere accident, it cannot be helped; accidents are always 
occurring in boating parties. Go now; you know what I 
mean.' 

*" But, sir — 'began he. 
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***Well, then, Mr. Brail, you won't, — very well. Now 
all I have to say is this, that the moment I can find 
strength to do it, I'll stave out a plank; I'll scuttle the 
vessel, — that 's all; I have made up my mind, and look to 
yourselves now.' 

'* Saying these words, I again threw myself upon the 
ballast, an as the gay chorus of a drinking-song was 
wafted across me, prayed devoutly that we might all go 
down to the bottom. The song over, I heard a harsh, gruff 
voice mixing with the more civilized tones of the party, 
and soon perceived that Mr. Brail was recounting my pro- 
posal, amid the most uproarious shouts of laughter I ever 
listened to. Then followed a number of pleasant sugges- 
tions for my future management, one proposing to have me 
tried for mutiny and sentenced to a good ducking over the 
side; another, that I should be tarred on my back, — to 
which latter most humane notion the fair Agnes subscribed, 
averring that she was resolved upon my deserving my sob- 
riquet of Dirk Hatteraick. My wrath was now the master 
even of deadly sickness. I got upon my knees, and having 
in vain tried to reach my legs, 1 struggled aft. In this 
posture did I reach the quarter-deck. What my intention 
precisely was in this excursion, I have no notion of now, 
but I have some very vague idea that I meant to react the 
curse of Kehama upon the whole party. At last I mustered 
strength to rise ; but alas ! I had scarcely reached the stand- 
ing position when a tremendous heel of the boat to one side 
threw me in the gunwale, and before I was able to recover 
my balance, a second lurch pitched me headlong into the 
sea. I have, thank God, no further recollection of my 
misfortunes. When I again became conscious, I found my- 
self wrapped up in a pilot-coat while my clothes were dry- 
ing. The vessel was at anchor in Wexford, my attached 
friends had started for town with post-horses, leaving me 
no less cured of love than aquatics. 

" ' The Delight ' passed over in a few days to some more 
favored son of Neptune, and I hid my shame and my mis- 
fortunes by a year's tour on the Continent. " 
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^'Although I acknowledge," said Trevanion, ''that hith- 
erto I have reaped no aid from Mr. O'Learj's narrative, 
yet I think it is not without a moral." 

'•Well, but," said I, "he has got another adventure to 
tell us; we have quite time for it, so pray pass the wine 
and let us have it." 

"I have just finished the Burgundy," said O'Leary; "and 
if you will ring for another flask, I have no objection to let 
you hear the story of my second love." 
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CHAPTER X. 

MB. o'lEABY's second LOVE* 

"You may easily suppose," began Mr. O^Leary, "that 
the unhappy termination of my first passion served as a 
shield to me for a long time against my unfortunate ten- 
dencies towards the fair; and such was really the case. I 
never spoke to a young lady for three years after without 
a reeling in my head, so associated in my mind was love 
and sea-sickness. However, at last, what will not time do? 
It was about four years from the date of this adventure 
when I became so oblivious of my former failure as again 
to tempt my fortune! My present choice, in every way 
unlike the last, was a gay, lively girl of great animal spirits 
and a considerable turn for raillery that spared no one; 
the members of her own family were not even sacred in 
her eyes, and her father, a reverend dean, as frequently 
figured among the ludicrous as his neighbors. 

" The Evershams had been very old friends of a rich aunt 
of mine, — who never, by the by, had condescended to 
notice me till I made their acquaintance; but no sooner 
had I done so than she sent for me and gave me to under- 
stand that in the event of my succeeding to the hand of 
Fanny Eversham, I should be her heir and the possessor of 
about sixty thousand pounds. She did not stop here, but 
by canvassing the dean in my favor, speedily put the mat- 
ter on a most favorable footing, and in less than two months 
I was received as the accepted suitor of the fair Fanny, 
then one of the reigning belles of Dublin. 

** They lived at this time about three miles from town, 
in a very pretty country, where I used to pass all my morn- 
ings, and many of my evenings too, in a state of happiness 
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that I should have considered perfect if it were not for two 
unhappy blots, — one, the taste of my betrothed for laugh- 
ing at her friends; another, the diabolical propensity to 
talk politics of my intended father-in-law. To the former 
I coidd submit; but with the latter, submission only made 
bad worse; for he invariably drew up as I receded, dryly 
observing that with men who had no avowed opinions, it 
was ill agreeing, or that with persons who kept their poli- 
tics as a schoolboy does his pocket-money, never to spend, 
and always ready to change, it was unpleasant to dispute. 
Such taunts as these I submitted to as well as I might, 
secretly resolving that as I never knew the meaning of 
Whig and Tory, I *d contrive to spend my life, after mar- 
riage, out of the worthy dean's diocese. 

"Time wore on, and at length to my most pressing solici- 
tations it was conceded that a day for our marriage should 
be appointed. Kot even the unlucky termination of this 
my second love affair can deprive me of the happy souvenir 
of the few weeks which were to intervene before our des- 
tined union. 

"The mornings were passed in ransacking all the shops 
where wedding finery could be procured; laces, blondes, 
velvets, and satins littered every comer of the deanery; 
and there was scarcely a carriage in a coachmaker's yard 
in the city that I had not sat and jumped in, to try the 
springs, by the special directions of Mrs. Eversham, who 
never ceased to impress me with the awful responsibility I 
was about to take upon me in marrying so great a prize as 
her daughter, — a feeling I found very general among many 
of my friends at the Kildare Street Club. 

"Among the many indispensable purchases which I was 
to make, and about which Fanny expressed herself more 
than commonly anxious, was a saddle-horse for me. She was 
a great horsewoman, and hated riding with only a servant, 
and had given me to understand as much about half a dozen 
times each day for the last five weeks. How shall I ac- 
knowledge it? Equestrianism was never my forte. I had 
all my life considerable respect for the horse as an animal, 
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— pretty much as I regarded a lion or a tiger; but as to 
any intention of mounting upon the back of one and taking 
a ride, I should as soon have dreamed of taking an airing 
upon a giraffe; and as to the thought of buying, feeding, 
and maintaining such a beast at my own proper cost, I 
should just as soon have determined to purchase a pillory 
or a ducking-stool by way of amusing my leisure hours. 

*' However, Fanny was obstinate. Whether she suspected 
anything or not, I cannot say; but nothing seemed to turn 
her from her purpose. And although I pleaded a thousand 
things in delay, yet she each day grew more impatient, and 
at last I saw that there was nothing for it but to submit. 

'* When I arrived at this last and bold resolve, I could 
not help feeling that to possess a horse and not be able to 
mount him, was only deferring the ridicule ; and as I had 
so often expressed the difficulty I felt in suiting myself as 
a cause of my delay, I could not possibly come forward 
with anything very objectionable, or I should be only the 
more laughed at. There was then but one course to take ; 
a fortnight still intervened before the day which was to 
make me happy, and I resolved to take lessons in riding 
during the interval, and by every endeavor in my power 
become, if possible, able to pass muster in the saddle before 
my bride. 

"Poor old Lalouette understood but little of the urgency 
of the case when I requested his leave to take my lessons 
each morning at six o'clock, for I dared not absent myself 
during the day without exciting suspicion. And never, I 
will venture to assert, did knight-errant of old strive harder 
for the hand of his lady-love than did I during that weary 
fortnight. If a hippogriff had been the animal I bestrode, 
instead of being, as it was, an old wall-eyed gray, I could 
not have felt more misgivings at my temerity, or more 
proud of my achievement. In the first three days the un- 
accustomed exercise proved so severe that when I reached 
the deanery I could hardly move, and crossed the floor 
pretty much as a pair of compasses might be supposed to 
do if performing that exploit. Nothing, however, could 
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equal th€ kindness of my poor dear mother-in-law in em* 
bryo, and even the dean too. Fanny, indeed^ said nothing, 
bat I rather think she was disposed to giggle a little. But 
my rheumatism, as it was called, was daily inquired after, 
and I was compelled to take some infernal stuff in my 
port wine at dinner that nearly made me sick at table. 

"* I am sure you walk too much,' said Fanny, with one 
of her knowing looks. * Papa, don't you think he ought to 
ride? It would be much better for him.' 

" * I do, my dear, ' said the dean. * But then, you see, he 
is 80 hard to be pleased in a horse. Your old hunting days 
have spoiled you; but you must forget Melton and Grant- 
ham, and condescend to keep a hack.' 

''I must have looked confoundedly foolish here, for 
Fanny never took her eyes off me, and continued to laugh 
in her own wicked way. 

''It was now about the ninth or tenth day of my purga- 
torial performances; and certainly if there be any merit in 
fleshly mortifications, these religious exercises of mine 
should stand my part hereafter. A review had been 
announced in the Phoenix Park which Fanny had ex- 
pressed herself most desirous to witness; and as the dean 
would not permit her to go without a chaperon, I had no 
means of escape, and promised to escort her. No sooner 
had I made this rash pledge than I hastened to my confi- 
dential friend Lalouette, and having imparted to him my 
entire secret, asked him, in a solemn and imposing manner, 
' Can I do it? ' 

"The old man shook his head dubiously, looked grave, 
and muttered at length, ' Mosch depend on de horse.' 

*** I know it, I know it, I feel it,' said I, eagerly; * then 
where are we to find an animal that will carry me peace- 
ably through this awful day, — I care not for its price? ' 

"' Votre affaire ne sera pas trap ehircy' said he. 

"* Why, how do you mean? ' said I. 

''He then proceeded to inform me that by a singularly 
fortunate chance there took place that day an auction of 
* oast horses,' as they are termed, which had been used in 
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the horse police force, and that from long riding, and train- 
ing to stand fire, nothing could be more suitable than one 
of these, being both easy to ride and not given to start at 
noise. 

^^I could have almost hugged the old fellow for his happy 
suggestion, and waited with impatience for three o'clock 
to come, when we repaired together to Essex Bridge, at 
that time the place selected for these sales. 

'* I was at first a little shocked at the look of the animals 
drawn up; they were mostly miserably thin, most of them 
swelled in the legs, few without sore backs, and not one 
eye, on an average, in every three; but still they were all 
high-steppers, and carried a great tail. 

" ' There 's your affaire, ' said the old Frenchman, as a 
long-legged, fiddle-headed beast was led out, turning out his 
fore-legs so as to endanger the man who walked beside him. 

"' Yes, there's blood for you,' said Charley Dycer, see- 
ing my eye fixed on the wretched beast; ' equal to fifteen 
stone with any fox-hounds. Safe in all his paces, and war- 
ranted sound, — except, ' added he, in a whisper, ' a slight 
spavin in both hind legs, ring bone, and a little touched in 
the wind.' Here the animal gave an approving cough. 
* Will any gentleman say fifty pounds to begin? ' 

But no gentleman did. A hackney coachman, however, 
said five, and the sale was opened; the beast trotting up 
and down nearly over the bidders at every moment, and 
plunging on so that it was impossible to know what was 
doing. 

"'Five ten — fifteen — six pounds; thank you, sir, — 
guineas.' 

"'Seven pounds,' said I, bidding against myself, not 
perceiving that I had spoken last. 

" ' Thank you, Mr. Moriarty, ' said Dycer, turning towards 
an invisible purchaser supposed to be in the crowd ; * thank 
you, sir, — you '11 not let a good one go in that way.' 

" Every one here turned to find out the very knowing 
gentleman, but he could nowhere be seen. 

"Dycer resumed: ' Seven ten for Mr. Moriarty. Going 
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for seven ten, — a cruel sacrifice. There 's action for you, 
— playful beast.' 

"Here the devil had stumbled, and nearly killed a 
basket-woman with two children. 

"* Eight,* said I, with a loud voice. 

"'Eight pounds, — quite absurd,' said Dycer, almost 
rudely; * a charger like that for eight pounds — going for 
eight pounds — going — nothing above eight pounds — no 
reserve, gentlemen, you are aware of that I They are all, 
as it were, his Majesty's stud — no reserve whatever — last 
time — eight pounds — gone 1 ' 

" Amid a very hearty cheer from the mob, — God knows 
why, but a Dublin mob always cheer, — I returned, accom- 
panied by a ragged fellow, leading my new purchase after 
me with a hay halter. 'What is the meaning of those let- 
ters? ' said 1, pointing to a very conspicuous " G. R.," with 
sundry other enigmatical signs, burned upon the animal's 
hind-quarter. 

"* That 's to show he was a po-lis,' said the fellow, with 
a grin; 'and whin ye ride with ladies, ye must turn the 
decoy side.' 

"The auspicious morning at last arrived; and strange 
to say, the first waking thought was of the unlucky day 
that ushered in my yachting excTirsion four years before. 
Why this was so, I cannot pretend to guess; there was but 
little analogy in the circumstances, — at least so far as any- 
thing had then gone. ' How is Marius? ' said I to my ser- 
vant as he opened my shutters. Here let me mention that 
a friend of the Kildare Street Club had suggested this name 
from the remarkably classic character of my steed's counte- 
nance; his nose, he assured me, was perfectly Roman. 

" ' Marius is doing finely, sir, barring his cough and the 
thrifle that ails his hind-legs.' 

"' He '11 carry me quietly, Simon, eh?' 

"'Quietly, I'll warrant he'll carry you quietly, if 
that 'sail.' 

"Here was comfort; for Simon had lived forty years as 
pantry boy with my mother, and knew a great deal about 
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horses. I dressed myself, therefore, in high spirits; and 
if my pilot jacket and oil-skin cap in former days had half 
persuaded me that I was born for marine achievements, 
certainly my cords and tops that morning went far to con- 
vince me that I must have once been a very keen sportsman 
somewhere without knowing it. 

It was a delightful July day that I set out to join my 
friends, who, having recruited a large party, were to ren- 
dezvous at the corner of Stephen's Green; thither I pro- 
ceeded in a certain ambling trot which I have often 
observed is a very favorite pace with timid horsemen and 
gentlemen of the medical profession. I was hailed with a 
most hearty welcome by a large party as I turned out of 
Grafton Street, among whom I perceived several friends of 
Miss Eversham, and some young dragoon officers, not of my 
acquaintance, but who appeared to know Fanny intimately, 
and were laughing heartily with her as I rode up, 

"I don't know if other men have experienced what I am 
about to mention or not; but certainly to me there is no 
more painful sensation than to find yourself among a num- 
ber of well-mounted, well-equipped people, while the ani- 
mal you yourself bestride seems only fit for the kennel. 
Every look that is cast at your unlucky steed and every 
whispered observation about you are so many thorns in 
your flesh, till at last you begin to feel that your appear- 
ance is for very little else than the amusement and mirth 
of the assembly, and every time you rise in your stirrups 
you excite a laugh. 

"* Where, for mercy's sake, did you find that creature? ' 
said Fanny, surveying Marius through a glass. 

"*0h, him, eh? Why, he is a handsome horse, if in 
condition, — a charger, you know; that 's his style.' 

"'Indeed,' lisped a young lancer, ' I should be devilish 
sorry to charge or be charged with him.' And here they 
all chuckled at this puppy's silly joke, and I drew up to 
repress further liberties. 

"'Is he anything of a fencer?' said a young country 
gentleman. 
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• '^^ To judge from his near eye, I should say much more 
of a boxer/ said another. 

'*Here commenced a running fire of pleasantry at the 
expense of my poor steed, which, not content with attack- 
ing his physical, extended to his moral qualities; an old 
gentleman near me observing that I ought not to have 
mounted him at all, seeing that he was so deuced groggy! 
To which I replied by insinuating that if others present 
were as free from the influence of ardent spirits, society 
would not be a sufferer, — an observation that I flatter my- 
self turned the mirth against the old fellow, for they all 
laughed for a quarter of an hour after. 

'* Well, at last we set out in a brisk trot, and, placed near 
Fanny, I speedily forgot all my annoyances in the prospect 
of figuring to advantage before her. When we reached 
College Green the leaders of the party suddenly drew up, 
and we soon found that the entire street opposite the Bank 
was filled with a dense mob of people, who appeared to be 
swayed hither and thither like some mighty beast as the 
individuals composing it were engaged in close conflict. It 
was nothing more nor less than one of those almost weekly 
rows which then took place between the students of the 
University and the townspeople, and which rarely ended 
without serious consequences. The numbers of people 
pressing on to the scene of action soon blocked up our 
retreat, and we found ourselves most unwilling spectators 
of the conflict. Political watchwords were loudly shouted 
by each party; and at last the students, who appeared to 
be yielding to superior numbers, called out for the inter- 
vention of the police. The aid was nearer than they 
expected; for at the same instant a body of mounted 
policemen, whose high helmets rendered them sufficiently 
conspicuous, were seen trotting at a sharp pace down Dame 
Street. On they came, with drawn sabres, led by a well- 
looking gentleman-like personage in plain clothes, who 
dashed at once into the midst of the fray, issuing his 
orders and pointing out to his followers to secure the ring- 
leaders. Up to this moment I had been a most patient and 
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rather amased spectator of what was doing. Now, how- 
ever, my part was to commence, for at the word * charge,' 
given in a harsh, deep voice by the sergeant of the party, 
Marius, remembering his ancient instinct, pricked up his 
ears, cocked his tail, flung up both his hind legs till they 
nearly broke the provost's windows, and plunged into the 
thickest of the fray like a devil incarnate. 

" Self-preservation must be a strong instinct, for I well 
remember how little pain it cost me to see the people tum- 
bling and rolling before and beneath me, while I continued 
to keep my seat. It was only the moment before, and that 
immense mass were in man-to-man encounter ; now, all the 
indignation of both parties seemed turned upon me. Brick- 
bats were loudly implored, and paving-stones begged to 
throw at my devoted head; the wild huntsman of the Grer- 
man romance never created half the terror nor one tenth 
of the mischief that I did in less than fifteen minutes, for 
the ill-starred beast continued twining and twisting like a 
serpent, plunging and kicking the entire time, and occa- 
sionally biting too, — all which accomplishments, I after- 
wards learned, however little in request in civil life, are 
highly prized in the horse police. 

** Every new order of the sergeant was followed in his 
own fashion by Marius, who very soon contrived to concen- 
trate in my unhappy person all the interest of about fifteen 
hundred people. 

** ' Secure that scoundrel ! ' said the magistrate, pointing 
with his finger towards me as I rode over a respectable- 
looking old lady with a gray muff. 'Secure him! Cut 
him down 1 ' 

"'Ah, devil's luck to him if he do! ' said a newsmonger 
with a broken shin. 

"On I went, however; and now, as the Fates would have 
it, instead of bearing me out of further danger, the con- 
founded brute dashed onwards to where the magistrate was 
standing, surrounded by policemen. I thought I saw him 
change color as I came on. I suppose my own looks were 
none of the pleasantest, for the worthy man evidently liked 
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them not. Into the midst of them we plunged, upsetting 
a corporal, horse and all, and appearing as if bent upon 
reaching the alderman. 

** * Cut him down, for Heaven's sake ! Will nobody shoot 
him?' said he, with a voice trembling with fear and anger. 

** At these words a wretch lifted up his sabre and made a 
cut at my head. I stooped suddenly, and throwing myself 
from the saddle, seized the poor alderman around the neck, 
and we both came rolling to the ground together. So com- 
pletely was he possessed with the notion that I meant to 
assassinate him that while I was endeavoring to extricate 
myself from his grasp, he continued to beg his life in the 
most heartrending manner. 

"My story is now soon told. So effectually did they 
rescue the alderman from his danger that they left me 
insensible; and I only came to myself some days after by 
finding myself in the dock in Green Street, charged with 
an indictment of nineteen counts, the only word of truth of 
which lay in the preamble, for the ' devil inciting ' me only, 
would ever have made me the owner of that infernal beast, 
the cause of all my misfortunes. I was so stupefied with 
my beating that I know little of the course of the proceed- 
ings. My friends told me afterwards that I had a narrow 
escape from transportation; but for the greatest influence 
exerted in my behalf I should certainly have passed the 
autumn in the agreeable recreation of pounding oyster- 
shells or carding wool; and it certainly must have gone 
hard with me, for, stupefied as I was, I remember the sen- 
sation in court when the alderman made his appearance 
with a patch over his eye. The affecting admonition of the 
little judge — who, when passing sentence upon me, ad- 
verted to the former respectability of my life and the rank 
of my relatives — actually made the galleries weep. 

''Four months to Newgate and a fine to the king then 
rewarded my taste for horse-exercise; and it's no wonder 
if I prefer going on foot. 

'*As to Miss £versham, the following short note from 
the dean concluded my hopes in that quarter: — 
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Deakekt, Wednesday morning. 

Sir, — After the very distressing publicity to which your late 
conduct has exposed you, the so open avowal of political opinions at 
variance with those (I will say) of every gentleman, and the recorded 
sentence of a judge on the verdict of twelve of your countrymen, I 
should hope that you will not feel my present admonition necessary 
to inform you that your visits at my house shall cease. 

The presents you made my daughter when under our unfortunate 

ignorance of your real character, have been addressed to your hotel, 

and I am your most obedient, humble servant, 

Oliver Evbrsham. 

''Here ended my second affair />ar amours ; and I freely 
confess to you that if I can only obtain a wife in a sea- 
voyage or a steeplechase, I am likely to fulfil one great 
condition in modern advertising, 'as having no incum- 
biance, nor any objection to traveL"' 



CHAPTER XL 

THB DUEL. 

Mr. 'Leaky had scarcely conoladed the narrative of 
his second adventure when the gray light of the breaking 
day was seen faintly struggling through the half-closed 
curtains, and apprising us of the lateness of the hour. 

** I think we shall just have time for one finishing flask 
of Chambertin," said O'Leary, as he emptied the bottle into 
his glass. 

" I forbid the banns, for one," cried Trevanion. " We 
have all had wine enough, considering what we have before 
us this morning ; and besides, you are not aware it is now 
past four o'clock. So, gargtm^ gargan^ there I — how soundly 
the poor fellow sleeps I — let us have some coffee, and then 
inquire if a carriage is in waiting at the corner of the Rue 
Vivienne." 

The coffee made its appearance, — very much, as it 
seemed, to Mr. O'Leary 's chagrin, who, however, solaced 
himself by sundry <' small glasses " to correct the coldness 
of the wine he had drunk, and at length recovered his good- 
humor. 

<' Do you know, now," said he, after a short pause, in 
which we had all kept silence, '* I think what we are about 
to do is the very ugliest way of finishing a pleasant even* 
ing. For my own part, I like the wind-up we used to have 
in * Old Trinity ' formerly, when, after wringing off half a 
dozen knockers, breaking the lamps at the post-office, and 
getting out the fire-engines of Werburgh's parish, we beat 
a few watchmen and went peaceably to bed." 

** Well, not being an Irishman," said Trevanion, " I 'm 
half disposed to think that even our present purpose is 
nearly as favorable to life and limb ; but here comes my 
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servant. Well, Johiii is all arranged and the carriage 
ready ? " 

Having ascertained that the carriage was in waiting, and 
that the small box — brass-bound and Bramah-locked — 
reposed within, we paid our bill and departed. A cold, 
raw, misty-looking morning, with masses of dark, lowering 
clouds overhead, and channels of dark and murky water 
beneath, were the pleasant prospects which met us as we 
issued forth from the cafe. The lamps which hung sus- 
pended midway across the street — we speak of some years 
since — creaked, with a low and plaintive sound, as they 
swung backwards and forwards in the wind. Not a foot- 
step was heard in the street, nothing but the heavy patter 
of the rain as it fell ceaselessly upon the broad pavement. 
It was, indeed, a most depressing and dispiriting accom- 
paniment to our intended excursion; and even O'Leary, 
who seemed to have but slight sympathy with external in- 
fluences, felt it, for he spoke but little, and was scarcely 
ten minutes in the carriage till he was sound asleep. This 
was, I confess, a great relief to me ; for however impressed 
I was, and to this hour am, with the many sterling quali- 
ties of my poor friend, yet I acknowledge that this was not 
precisely the time I should have cared for their exercise, 
and would have much preferred the companionship of a 
different order of person, even though less long acquainted 
with him. Trevanion was, of all others, the most suitable 
for this purpose ; and I felt no embarrassment in opening 
my mind freely to him upon subjects which, but twenty- 
four hours previous, I could not have imparted to a 
brother. 

There is no such unlocker of the secrets of the heart as 
the possibly near approach of death. Indeed, I question if 
a great deal of the bitterness the thought of it inspires does 
not depend upon that very circumstance. The reflection 
that the long-treasured mystery of our lives (and who is 
there without some such ?) is about to become known, and 
the secret of our inmost heart laid bare, is in itself depress- 
ing. Not one kind word nor one embracing adieu to those 
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we are to leave forever can be spoken or written without 
calling up its own story of half-forgotten griefs, or, still 
worse, at such a moment, of happiness never again to be 
partaken of. 

"I cannot explain why," said I to Trevanion, "but 
although it has unfortunately been pretty often my lot to 
have gone out on occasions like this, both as principal and 
friend, yet never before did I feel so completely depressed 
and low-spirited ; and never, in fact, did so many thoughts 
of regret arise before me for much of the past, and sorrow 
for the chance of abandoning the future^ " 

**I can understand," said Trevanion, interrupting. "I 
have heard of your prospects in the Callonby family, and 
certainly, with such hopes, I can well conceive how little 
one would be disposed to brook the slightest incident which 
could interfere with their accomplishment; but now that 
your cousin Guy's pretensions in that quarter are at an end, 
I suppose, from all I have heard, that there can be no 
great obstacle to yours." ^ 

"Guy's pretensions at an end! For Heaven's sake tell 
me all you know of this affair ; for up to this moment I am 
in utter ignorance of everything regarding his position in 
the Callonby family." 

" Unfortunately," replied Trevanion, " I know but little ; 
but still that little is authentic, Guy himself having im- 
parted the secret to a very intimate friend of mine. It ap- 
pears, then, that your cousin had heard that the Callonbys 
had been very civil to you in Ireland and made all manner 
of advances to you, — having done so under the impression 
that you were the other nephew of Sir Guy, and conse- 
quently the heir of a large fortune, that is, Guy himself, — 
and that they had never discovered the mistake during the 
time they resided in Ireland, when they not only permitted, 
but even encouraged the closest intimacy between you and 
Lady Jane. Is so far true ? " 

" I have long suspected it. Indeed, in no other way can 
I account for the reception I met with from the Callonbys. 
But is it possible that Lady Jane could have lent herself to 
anything so unworthy—" 
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" Pray hear me out," said Treyanion, who was evidently 
struck by the despondency of my voice and manner. " Guy, 
having heard of their mistake, and arguing well to himself 
from this evidence of their disposition, no sooner heard of 
their arrival in Paris than he came over here and got 
introduced to them. From that time he scarcely ever left 
their house, except to accompany them into society or to 
the theatres. It is said that with Lady Jane he made no 
progress. Her manner, at the beginning cold and formal, 
became daily more so, until at last he was half disposed to 
abandon the pursuit, — in which, by the by, he has since 
confessed, ambitious views entered more than any affection 
for the lady, — when the thought struck him to benefit by 
what he supposed at first to be the great bar to his success. 
He suddenly pretended to be only desirous of intimacy 
with Lady Jane from having heard so much of her from 
you ; affected to be greatly in your confidence ; and, in fact, 
assumed the character of a friend cognizant of all your 
feelings and hopes, and ardently desiring, by every means 
in his power, to advance your interests ^ " 

" And was it thus he succeeded ? " I broke in. 

'* 'T was thus he endeavored to succeed," said Trevanion. 

*^ Ah ! with what success I but too well know," said L 
^ My uncle himself showed me a letter from Guy in which 
he absolutely speaks of the affair as settled, and talks of 
Lady Jane as about to be his wife." 

'' That may be all quite true ; but a little consideration of 
Guy's tactics will show what he intended, for I find that 
he induced your uncle, by some representations of his, 
to make the most handsome proposals, with regard to the 
marriage, to the Callonbys, and that, to make the story 
short, nothing but the decided refusal of Lady Jane — who 
at length saw through his entire game — prevented the 
match." 

" And then she did refuse him ? " said I, with ill- 
repressed exultation. 

<< Of that there can be no doubt ; for index)endently of all 
the gossip and quizzing upon the subject to which Guy was 
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exposed in the coteries, he made little secret of it himself, 
openly avowing that he did not consider a repulse a defeat, 
and that he resolved to sustain the siege as vigorously as 
ever." 

However interested I felt in all Trevanion was telling 
me, I could not help falling into a train of thinking over 
my first acquaintance with the Callonbys. There are, per- 
haps, but few things more humiliating than the knowledge 
that any attention or consideration we have met with has 
been paid us in mistake for another ; and in the very pro- 
portion that they were prized before, are they detested 
when the truth is known to us. 

To all the depressing influences these thoughts sug- 
gested, came the healing balm that Lady Jane was true to 
me ; that she at least, however others might be biassed by 
worldly considerations, — that she cared for me, for myself 
alone. My reader (alas ! for my character for judgment) 
knows upon how little I founded the conviction; but I 
have often, in these "Confessions," avowed my especial 
faOing to be a great taste for self-deception, and here was 
a capital occasion for its indulgence. 

" We sh^U have abundant time to discuss this later on," 
said Trevanion, laying his hand upon my shoulder to rouse 
my wandering attention, "for now, I perceive, we have 
only eight minutes to spare." 

As he spoke, a dragoon officer, in an undress, rode up to 
the window of the carriage, and looking steadily at our 
party for a few seconds, asked if we were " Messieurs les 
Anglais;*^ and almost without waiting for reply, added, 
" You had better not go any farther in your carriage, for 
the ,next turn of the road will bring you in sight of the 
village." 

We accordingly stopped the driver, and having with 
some difficulty aroused O'Leary, got out upon the road. 
The stranger here gave his horse to a groom and proceeded 
to guide us through a corn-field by a narrow path, with 
whose windings and crossings he appeared quite conver- 
sant. We at length reached the brow of a little hill, from 
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which an extended view of the country lay before us, show- 
ing the Seine winding its tranquil course between the 
richly tilled fields, dotted with many a pretty cottage. 
Turning abruptly from this point, our guide led us, by a 
narrow and steep path, into a little glen planted with pop- 
lars and willows. A small stream ran through this, and by 
the noise we soon detected that a mill was not far distant, 
which another turning brought us at once in front of. 

And here I cannot help dwelling upon the scene which 
met our view. In the porch of the little rural mill sat two 
gentlemen, one of whom I immediately recognized as the 
person who had waited upon me, and the other I rightly 
conjectured to be my adversary. Before them stood a 
small table covered with a spotless napkin, upon which a 
breakfast equipage was spread, — a most inviting melon 
and a long, slender-necked bottle, reposing in a little ice- 
pail, forming part of the picture. My opponent was coolly 
enjoying his cigar, a half-finished cup of coffee beside him ; 
his friend was occupied in examining the caps of the duel- 
ling-pistols, which were placed upon a chair. No sooner 
had we turned the angle which brought us in view than 
they both rose, and taking off their hats with much cour- 
tesy, bade us good morning. 

" May I offer you a cup of coffee ? " said Monsieur de 
Joncourt to me as I came up, at the same time filling it 
out, and pushing over a little flask of cognac towards me. 

A look from Trevanion decided my acceptance of the 
proffered civility, and I seated myself in the chair beside 
the baron. Trevanion meanwhile had engaged my adver- 
sary in conversation along with the stranger who had been 
our guide, leaving O'Leary alone unoccupied, which, how- 
ever, he did not long remain ; for although uninvited by 
the others, he seized a knife and fork and commenced 
a vigorous attack upon a partridge-pie near him, and with 
equal absence of ceremony uncorked the champagne and 
filled out a foaming goblet, nearly one third of the whole 
bottle, adding, — 

" I think, Mr. Lorrequer, there 's nothing like showing 
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them that we are just as cool and unconcerned as them- 
selves." 

If I might judge from the looks of the party, a happier 
mode of convincing them of our '* free and easy " feelings 
could not possibly have been discovered. From any mor- 
tification this proceeding might have caused me, I was 
speedily relieved by Trevanion calling O'Leary to one side 
while he explained to him that he must nominally act as 
second on the ground, as Trevanion, being a resident in 
Paris, might become liable to a prosecution should any- 
thing serious arise, while O'Leary, as a mere passer 
through, could cross the country into Germany and avoid 
all trouble. 

O'Leary at once acceded, — perhaps the more readily 
because he expected to be allowed to return to his break- 
fast ; but in this he soon found himself mistaken, for the 
whole party now rose, and, preceded by the baron, followed 
the course of the little stream. 

After about five minutes walking we found ourselves at 
the outlet of the glen, which was formed by a large stone 
quarry, making a species of amphitheatre, with lofty walls 
of rugged granite rising thirty or forty feet on either side 
of us. The ground was smooth and level as a boarded 
floor, and certainly, to amateurs in thede sort of matters 
presented a most perfect spot for a "meeting." 

The stranger who had just joined us could not help re- 
marking our looks of satisfaction at the choice of the 
ground, and observed to me, — 

" This is not the first affair that this little spot has wit- 
nessed, and the * Mill of St. Cloud ' is, I think, the very 
best *meet' about Paris." 

Trevanion, who during these few minutes had been en- 
gaged with De Joncourt, now drew me aside. 

"Well, Lorrequer, have you any recollection now of 
having seen your opponent before, or can you make a guess 
at the source of all this ? " 

"Never till this instant," said I, "have I beheld him," as 
I looked towards the tall, stoutly built figure of my adver- 
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sary, who was very leisurely detaching a cordon from his 
tightly fitting frock, — doubtless to prevent its attracting 
my aim. 

" Well, never mind, I shall manage everything properly. 
What can you do with the small-sword, for they have 
rapiers at the mill?" 

<' Nothing whatever; I have not fenced since I was a 
boy." 

"No matter, then, we'll fight at a barriere, — I know 
they're not prepared for that from Englishmen; so just 
step on one side now, and leave me to talk it over." 

As the limited nature of the ground did not permit me to 
retire to a distance, I became involuntarily aware of a dia- 
logue which even the seriousness of the moment could 
scarcely keep me from laughing at, outright 

It was necessary, for the sake of avoiding any possible 
legal difficulty in the result, that O'Leary should give his 
assent to every step of the arrangement ; and being almost 
totally ignorant of French, Trevanion had not only to trans- 
late for him, but also to render in reply O'Leary's own 
comments or objections to the propositions of the others. 

"Then it is agreed, — we fight at a barriire" said 
Captain de Joncourt 

" What 's that, Trevanion ? " 

" We have agreed to place them at a harritre^^^ replied 
Trevanion. 

"That's strange," muttered O'Leary to himself, who, 
knowing that the word meant a " turnpike," never supposed 
it had any other signification. 

" Vingt-quatre pas, n^est-ce-pas ? " said De Joncourt 

" Too far," interposed Trevanion. 

" What does he say now ? " asked O'Leary. 

" Twenty-four paces for the distance." 

"Twenty-four of my teeth, he means," said O'Leary, 
snapping his fingers. " What does he think of the length 
of Sackville Street ? Ask him that, will ye ? " 

" What says Monsieur ? " said the Fi-enchman, 

" He thinks the distance much too great" 
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'' He may be mistaken," said the Captain, half sneeringly. 
"My friend is de la premiere force,^^ 

"That must be something impudent, from your looks, 
Mr. Trevanion. Isn't it a thousand pities I can't speak 
French ? " 

" What say you, then, to twelve paces ? Fire together, 
and two shots each, if the first fire be inconclusive," said 
Trevanion. 

"And if necessary," added the Frenchman, carelessly, 
" conclude with these," touching the swords with his foot 
as he spoke. 

" The choice of the weapon lies with us, I opine," replied 
Trevanion. " We have already named pistols, and by them 
we shall decide this matter." 

It was at length, after innumerable objections, agreed 
upon that we should be placed back to back, and, at a word 
given, each walk forward to a certain distance marked out 
by a stone, where we were to halt, and at the signal " Un," 
"Deux,^' turn round and fire. 

This, which is essentially a French invention in duelling, 
was perfectly new to me, but by no means so to Trevanion, 
who was fully aware of the immense consequence of not 
giving even a momentary opportunity for aim to my antago- 
nist; and in this mode of firing the most practised and 
deadly shot is liable to err, particularly if the signal be 
given quickly. 

While Trevanion and the Captain were measuring out the 
ground, a little circumstance which was enacted near me 
was certainly not over-calculated to strengthen my nerve. 
The stranger who had led us to the ground had begun to 
examine the pistols, and finding that one of them was 
loaded, turned towards my adversary, saying, " De Hault- 
penne, you have forgotten to draw the charge. Come, let 
us see what vein you are in." At the same time, drawing 
off his large cavalry glove, he handed the pistol to his 
friend. " A double-napoleon you don't hit the thumb." 

" Done ! " said the other, adjusting the wea{)on in his 
hand. The action was scarcely performed, when the bettor 
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flung the glove into the air with all his force. My op- 
ponent raised his pistol, waited for an instant till the glove, 
having attained its greatest height, turned to fall again; 
then click went the trigger, the glove turned round and 
round half a dozen times, and fell about twenty yards off, 
and the thumb was found cut clearly off at the juncture 
with the hand. 

This — which did not occupy half as long as I have spent 
in recounting it — was certainly a pleasant introduction to 
standing at fifteen yards from the principal actor; and I 
should doubtless have felt it in all its force, had not my 
attention been drawn off by the ludicrous expression of grief 
in O'Leary's countenance, who evidently regarded me as 
already defunct. 

" Now, Lorrequer, we are ready,'' said Trevanion, coming 
forward ; and then, lowering his voice, added, '* All is in 
your favor ; I have won the * word,' which I shall give the 
moment you halt. So turn and fire at once. Be sure not 
to go too far round in the turn, — that is the invariable 
error in this mode of firing ; only, no hurry ! — Be calm." 
■ " Now, messieurs," said De Joncourt as he approached 
with his friend leaning upon his arm, and placed him in 
the spot allotted to him. Trevanion then took my arm, 
and placed me back to back to my antagonist. As I took 
up my ground, it so chanced that my adversary's spur 
slightly grazed me, upon which he immediately turned 
round, and with the most engaging smile, begged a ^* thou- 
sand pardons," and hoped I was not hurt 

O'Leary, who saw the incident and guessed the action 
aright, called out, — 

" Oh, the cold-blooded villain ! the devil a chance for 
you, Mr. Lorrequer." 

" Messieurs, your pistols," said De Joncourt, who, as he 
handed the weapons and repeated once more the conditions 
of the combat, gave the word to march. 

I now walked slowly forward to the place marked out by 
the stone ; but it seemed that I must have been in advance 
of my opponent, for I remember some seconds elapsed be- 
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fore Trevanion coughed slightly, and then with a clear, full 
voice called out, " Un," "Deux I" I had scarcely turned 
myself half round, when my right arm was suddenly lifted 
up, as if by a galvanic shock. My pistol jerked upwards 
and exploded the same moment, and then dropped powei- 




lesaly from my hand, which I now felt was covered with 
warm blood from a wound near the elbow. From the 
acute but momentary pang this gave me, my attention was 
soon called off; for scarnely had my arm been struck, when 
a loud clattering noiae to the left induced me to turn, and 
then, to my astonishment, I saw my friend O'Leary about 
twelve feet from the ground, hanging on by some ash 
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twigs that grew from the clefts of the granite. Fragments 
of broken rock were falling around him, and his own posi- 
tion momentarily threatened a downfall. He was scream- 
ing with all his might ; but what he said was entirely lost 
in the shouts of laughter of Trevanion and the Frenchmen, 
who could scarcely stand with the immoderate exuberance 
of their mirth. 

I had no time to run to his aid, — which, although 
wounded, I should have done, — when the branch he clung 
to slowly yielded with his weight, and the round, plump 
figure of my poor friend rolled over the little cleft of rock, 
and after a few faint struggles came tumbling heavily down, 
and at last lay peaceably in the deep heather at the bottom, 
his cries the whole time being loud enough to rise even 
above the vociferous laughter of the others. 

I now ran forward, as did Trevanion, when O'Leary, 
turning his eyes towards me, said, in the must piteous 
manner, — 

" Mr. Lorrequer, I forgive you ; here is my hand. Bad 
luck to their French way of fighting, that 's all ; it 's only 
good for killing one 's friend. I thought I was safe up 
there, come what might." 

" My dear O'Leary," said I, in an agony which prevented 
my minding the laughing faces around me, "surely you 
don't mean to say that I have wounded you ? " 

"No, dear, not wounded, only killed me outright, — 
through the brain it must be, from the torture I 'm 
suffering. 

The shout with which this speech was received suffi- 
ciently aroused me ; while Trevanion, with a voice nearly 
choked with laughter, said, — 

"Why, Lorrequer, did you not see that your pistol, on 
being struck, threw your ball high up on the quarry? 
Fortunately, however, about a foot and a half above Mr. 
O'Leary's head, whose most serious wounds are his 
scratched hands and bruised bones from his tumble." 

This explanation, which was perfectly satisfactory to me, 
was by no means so consoling to poor O'Leary, who lay 
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quite unconscious to all around, moaning in the most 
melancholy manner. ^Some of the blood, which continued 
to flow fast from my wound, having dropped upon his 
face, roused him a little, but only to increase his lamen- 
tation for his own destiny, which he believed was fast 
accomplishing. 

'< Through the skull, clean through the skull, and pre- 
serving my senses to the last ! Mr. Lorrequer, stoop down, 
— it is a dying man asks you : don't refuse me a last re- 
quest. There 's neither luck nor grace, honor nor glory, 
in such a way of fighting ; so just promise me you '11 shoot 
that grinning baboon there when he 's going off the ground, 
since it 's the fashion to fire at a man with his back to you. 
Bring him down, and I '11 die easy." 

And with these words he closed his eyes and straight- 
ened out his legs, stretched his arms on either side, and 
arranged himself as much corpse fashion as the circum- 
stances of the ground would permit, while I now freely 
participated in the mirth of the others, which, loud and 
boisterous as it was, never reached the ears of O'Leary. 

My arm had now become so painful that I was obliged 
to ask Trevanion to assist me in getting off my coat. The 
surprise of the Frenchmen on learning that I was wounded 
was very considerable, O'Leary's catastrophe having exclu- 
sively engaged all attention. My arm was now examined, 
when it was discovered that the ball had passed through 
from one side to the other, without apparently touching the 
bone ; the bullet and the portion of my coat carried in by it 
both lay in ray sleeve. The only serious consequence to be 
apprehended was the wound of the blood-vessel, which con- 
tinued to pour forth blood unceasingly, and I was just sur- 
geon enough to guess that an artery had been cut. 

Trevanion bound his handkerchief tightly across the 
wound and assisted me to the high road, which, so sudden 
was the loss of blood, I reached with difEiculty. During all 
these proceedings nothing possibly could be more kind and 
considerate than the conduct of our opponents. All the 
bold and swaggering air which they had deemed the esserUiel 
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before, at once fled, and in its place we found the most gen- 
tlemanlike attention and true politeness. 

As soon as I was enabled to speak upon the matter, I 
begged Trevanion to look to poor O'Leary, who still lay 
upon the ground in a state of perfect unconsciousness. 
Captain de Joncourt, on heai*ing my wish, at once returned 
to the quarry, and with the greatest difficulty persuaded my 
friend to rise and endeavor to walk, which at last he did 
attempt, calling him to bear witness that it perhaps was 
the only case on record where a man with a bullet in his 
brain had made such an exertion. 

With a view to my comfort and quiet, they got him into 
D'Haultpenne's cab ; and having undertaken to send Dupuy- 
tren to me immediately on my reaching Paris, took their 
leave, and Trevanion and I set out homeward. 

Not all my exhaustion and debility, nor even the acute 
pain I was suffering, could prevent my laughing at O'Leary's 
adventure ; and it required all Trevanion's prudence to pre- 
vent my indulging too far in my recollection of it. 

When we reached Meurice's I found Dupuytren in wait- 
ing, who immediately pronounced the main artery of the 
limb as wounded, and almost as instantaneously proceeded 
to pass a ligature round it. This painful business being 
concluded, I was placed upon a sofa ; and being plentifully 
supplied with lemonade and enjoined to keep quiet, left to 
my own meditations, such as they were, till evening, — 
Trevanion having taken upon him to apologize for our ab- 
sence at Mrs. Bingham's dejeuner^ and O'Leary being fast 
asleep in his own apartment. 



CHAPTER XII. 

EARLY KECOLLECTIONS. — A FIRST LOVE. 

I KNOW of no sensations so very nearly alike as those 
felt on awaking after very sudden and profuse loss of blood, 
and those resulting from a large dose of opium. The dizzi* 
ness, the confusion, and the abstraction at first, gradually 
yielding, as the senses become clearer, to a vague and indis- 
tinct consciousness ; then the strange mistiness in which 
fact and fiction are wrapped up, — the confounding of 
persons and places and times, not so as to embarrass and 
annoy, for the very debility you feel subdues all irritation, 
but rather to present a panoramic picture of odd and 
incongruous events more pleasing than otherwise. 

Of the circumstances by which I was thus brought to a 
sick couch I had not even the most vague recollection ; the 
faces and the dress of all those I had lately seen were 
vividly before me, but how, and for what purpose, I knew 
not. Something in their kindness and attention had left 
an agreeable impression upon my mind, and without being 
able, or even attempting to trace it, I felt happy in the 
thought. While thus the " hour before " was dim and in- 
distinct, the events of years past were vividly and brightly 
pictured before me ; and strange, too, the more remote the 
period, the more did it seem palpable and present to my 
imagination. For so it is, there is in memory a species of 
mental long-sightedness which, though blind to the object 
close beside you, can reach the blue mountains and the starry 
skies which lie full many a league away. Is this a malady ? 
or is it rather a providential gift to alleviate the tedious 
hours of the sick-bed and cheer the lonely sufferer, whose 
thoughts are his only realm ? 
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My school-boy days in all their holiday excitement ; the 
bank where I had culled the earliest cowslips of the year ; 
the clear but rapid stream where days long I have watched 
the speckled trout as they swam peacefully beneath, or 
shook their bright fins in the gay sunshine ; the gorgeous 
dragon-fly that played above the water and dipped his 
bright wings in its ripple, — they were all before me. And 
then came the thought of school itself, with its little world 
of boyish cares and emulations, — the early imbibed passion 
for success ; the ardent longing for superiority ; the high 
and swelling feeling of the heart, as home drew near, to 
think that I had gained the wished-for prize, the object of 
many an hour's toil, the thought of many a long night's 
dream ; my father's smile ; my mother's kiss ! Oh ! what a 
very world of tender memory that one thought suggests ; 
for what are all our later successes in life — how bright 
soever our fortune be — compared with the early triumphs 
of our infancy ! Where, among the jealous rivalry of some, 
the cold and half- wrung praise of others, the selfish and 
unsympathizing regard of all, shall we And anything to 
repay us for the swelling ecstasy of our young hearts as 
those who have cradled and loved us grow proud in our 
successes ? For myself, a life that has failed in every 
prestige of those that prophesied favorably, years that have 
followed on each other only to blight the promise that kind 
and well-wishing friends foretold, leave but little to dwell 
upon that can be reckoned as success. And yet, some 
moments I have had which half seemed to realize my early 
dream of ambition and rouse my spirit within me ; but 
what were they all, compared to my boyish glories ? "What 
the passing excitement one's own heart inspires in its lonely 
and selfish solitude when compared with that little world 
of sympathy and love our early home teemed with, as, 
proud in some trifling distinction, we fell into a mother's 
arms and heard our father's " God bless you, boy ? " No, 
no ; the world has no requital for this. It is like the bright 
day-spring, which as its glories gild the east, display before 
us a whole world of beauty and promise. Blighted hopes 
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have not withered, false friendships have not scathed, cold, 
selfish interest has not yet hardened our hearts or dried up 
our affections, and we are indeed happy ; but equally like 
the burst of morning is it fleeting and short-lived, and 
equally so, too, does it pass away, never, never to return. 

From thoughts like these my mind wandered on to more 
advanced years, when, emerging from very boyhood, I half 
believed myself a man, and was fully convinced I was in 
love. 

Perhaps, after all, for the time it lasted — ten days, I 
think — it was the most sincere passion I ever felt. I had 
been spending some weeks at a small watering-place in 
Wales with some relatives of my mother. There were, as 
might be supposed, but few " distractions " in such a place, 
save the scenery and an occasional day's fishing in the little 
river of Dolgelly, which ran near. In all these little rambles 
which the younger portion of the family made together, 
frequent mention was ever being made of a visit from a 
very dear cousin, and to which all looked forward with the 
greatest eagerness, — the elder ones of the party with a 
certain air of quiet pleasure, as though they knew more 
than they said, and the younger with all the childish ex- 
uberance of youthful delight Clara Mourtray seemed to 
be, from all I was hourly hearing, the very paragon and 
pattern of everything. If any one was praised for beauty, 
Clara was immediately pronounced much prettier ; did any 
one sing, Clara's voice and taste were far superior. In our 
homeward walk, should the shadows of the dark hills fall 
with a picturesque effect upon the blue lake, some one was 
sure to say, " Oh, how Clara would like to sketch that I " In 
short, there was no charm nor accomplishment ever the gift 
of woman that Clara did not possess, or, what amounted 
pretty much to the same thing, that my relatives did not 
implicitly give her credit for. The constantly recurring 
praises of the same person affect us always differently as 
we go on in life. In youth the prevailing sentiment is an 
ardent desire to see the prodigy of whom we have heard so 
much ; in after years, heartily to detest what hourly hurts 
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our self-love by comparisons, — we would take any steps 
to avoid meeting what we have inwardly decreed to be a 
*' bore." The former was my course ; and though my cu- 
riosity was certainly very great, I had made up my mind to 
as great a disappointment, and half wished for the long 
arrival as a means of criticising what they could see no 
fault in. 

The wished-for evening at length came, and we all set 
out upon a walk to meet the carriage which was to bring 
the long-wished-for Clara among us. We had not walked 
above a mile when the eager eye of the foremost detected a 
cloud of dust upon the road at some distance, and after a 
few minutes more, four posters were seen coming along at 
a tremendous rate. The next moment she was making the 
tour of about a dozen uncles, aunts, cousins, and cousines^ 
none of whom, it appeared to me, felt any peculiar desire 
to surrender the hearty embrace to the next of kin in suc- 
cession. At last she came to me, when, perhaps, in the 
confusion of the moment, nor exactly remembering whether 
or not she had seen me before, she stood for a moment 
silent, a deep blush mantling her lovely cheek, masses of 
waving brown hair disordered and floating upon her 
shoulders, her large and liquid blue eyes beaming upon me. 
One look was enough ; I was deeply, irretrievably in love. 

"Our cousin Harr}', Harry Lorrequer, — wild Harry, 
as we used to call him, Clara," said one of the girls, 
introducing me. 

She held out her hand and said something with a smile, 
— what, I know not, nor can I tell how I replied ; but some- 
thing absurd it must have been, for they all laughed heart- 
ily, and the worthy papa himself tapped my shoulder 
jestingly, adding, — 

" Never mind, Harry ; you will do better one day, or I am 
much mistaken in you." / 

Whether I was conscious that I had behaved foolirflly or 
not, I cannot well say; but the whole of that night I 
thought over plans innumerable how I should succeed in 
putting myself forward before "Cousin Clara," and vindi- 
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eating myself against any imputation of schoolboy manner- 
ism that my first appearance might have caused. 

The next day we remained at home. Clara was too 
much fatigued to walk out, and none of us would leave 
her. What a day of happiness that was ! I knew some- 
thing of music, and could sing a second. Clara was de- 
lighted at this, for the others had not cultivated singing 
much. We therefore spent part of the morning in this 
way. Then she produced her sketch-book, and I brought 
out mine, and we had a mutual interchange of prisoners. 
What cutting out of leaves and detaching of rice-paper 
landscapes ! Then she came out upon the lawn to see my 
pony leap, and promised to ride him the following day. 
She patted the greyhounds, and said Gypsy, which was 
mine, was the prettiest. In a word, before night fell, 
Clara had won my heart in its every fibre, and I went to 
my room the very happiest of mortals. 

I need not chronicle my next three days, — to me the 
most glorious trois jours of my life. Clara hatl evidently 
singled me out and preferred me to all the rest. It was 
beside me she rode, upon my arm she leaned in walking, 
and, to fill me with delight unutterable, I overheard her 
say to my uncle : " Oh, I doat upon dear Harry ! And it 
is so pleasant, for I 'm sure Mortimer will be so jealous." 

"And who is Mortimer?" thought I; "he is a new 
character in the piece, of whom we have seen nothing." 

I was not long in doubt upon this head, for that very 
day, at dinner, the identicjil Mortimer presented himself. 
He was a fine, dashing-looking, soldier-like fellow, of about 
thirty-five, with a heavy mustache and a bronzed cheek, — 
rather grave in his manner, but still perfectly good- 
natured, and when he smiled showing a most handsome 
set of regular teeth. Clara seemed less pleased (I thought) 
at his coming than the others, and took pleasure in tor- 
menting him by a thousand pettish and frivolous ways, 
which I was sorry for, as I thought he did not like it, and 
used to look half chidingly at her from time to time, but 
without any effect, for she just went on as before, and 
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generally ended by taking my arm and saying: '^Come 
away^ Harry. You always are kind, and never look sulky ; 
I can agree with ^ou." These were delightful words for 
me to listen to ; but I could not hear them without feeling 
for him, who evidently was pained by Clara's avowed pref- 
erence for me, and whose years — for I thought thirty-five 
at that time a little verging upon the patriarchal — entitled 
him to more respect 

" Well," thought I, one evening, as this game had been 
carried rather farther than usual, '' I hope she is content 
now, for certainly Mortimer is jealous ; " and the result 
proved it, for the whole of the following day he absented 
himself, and never came back till late in the evening. He 
had been, I found, from a chance observation I overheard, 
at the bishop's palace, and the bishop himself, I learned, 
was to breakfast with us in the morning. 

"Harry, I have a commission for you," said Clara. 
"You must get up very early to-morrow, and climb the 
Cader mountain, and bring me a grand bouquet of the 
blue and purple heath that I liked so much the last time I 
was there. Mind, very early, for I intend to surprise the 
bishop to-morrow with my taste in a nosegay." 

The sun had scarcely risen as I sprang from my bed and 
started upon my errand. Oh, the glorious beauty of that 
morning's walk ! As I climbed the mountain, the deep 
mists lay upon all around, and except the path I was tread- 
ing, nothing was visible ; but before I reached the top, the 
heavy masses of vapor were yielding to the influence of the 
sun, and as they rolled from the valleys up the mountain 
sides, were every instant opening new glens and ravines 
l)eneath me, bright in all their verdure, and speckled with 
sheep, whose tinkling bells reached me even where I stood. 

I counted above twenty lakes, at different levels below 
me, — some brilliant and shining like polished mirrors ; 
others, not less beautiful, dark and solemn with some 
mighty mountain shadow. As I looked landward, the 
mountains reared their huge crests, one above the other, 
to the farthest any eye could reach. Towards the opposite 
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side, the calm and tranquil sea lay beneath me, bathed in 
the yellow gold of a rising sun ; a few ships were peace- 
ably lying at anchor in the bay ; and the only thing in 
motion was a row-boat, the heavy, monotonous stroke of 
whose oars rose in the stillness of the morning air. Not 
a single habitation of man could I descry, nor any vestige 
of a human being, except that mass of something upon a 
rock far down beneath were one, and I think it must have 
been, for I saw a sheep-dog ever returning again and again 
to the same spot. 

My bouquet was gathered, the gentian of the Alps, which 
is found here, also contributing its evidence to show where 
I had been to seek it, and I turned home. 

The family were at breakfast as I entered, — at least 
so the servants said, for I only remembered then that the 
bishop was our guest, and that I could not present myself 
without some slight attention to my dress. I hastened to my 
room, and scarcely had I finished, when one of my cousins, 
a little girl of eight years, came to the door and said, — 

" Harry, come down ; Clara wants you." 

I rushed downstairs, and as I entered the breakfast- 
parlor, stood still with surprise. The ladies were all 
dressed in white, and even my little cousin wore a gala 
costume that almost amazed me. 

" My bouquet, Harry 1 1 hope you have not forgotten it," 
said Clara, as I approached. 

I presented it at once, when she gayly and coquettishly 
held out her hand for me to kiss. This I did, my blood 
rushing to my face and temples the while, and almost 
depriving me of consciousness. 

"Well, Clara, I am surprised at you," said Mortimer. 
" How can you treat the poor boy so ? " 

I grew deadly pale at these words, and turning round, 
looked at the speaker full in the face. " Poor fellow I " 
thought I, "he is jealous, and I am really grieved for 
him ; " and turned again to Clara. 

" Here it is — oh, how handsome, papa ! " said one of the 
younger children, running eagerly to the window as a very 
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pretty open caxriage with four horses drew up before the 
house. 

'' The bishop has taste/' I murmured to myself^ scarcely 
deigning to give a second look at the equipage. 

Clara now left the room, but sx)eedily returned, her dress 
changed, and shawled as if for a walk. What could all this 
mean ? And the whispering, too, what is all that ? And 
why are they all so sad ? Clara has been weeping. 

'* Grod bless you, my child 1 (jood by I " said my aunt, as 
she folded her in her arms for the third time. 

" Grood by, good by ! '* I heard on every side. At length, 
approaching me, Clara took my hand and said, — 

'' My poor Harry, so we are going to part I I am going 
to Italy." 

"To Italy, Clara? Oh, no, say no I Italy! I shall 
never see you again ! " 

" Won't you wear this ring for me, Harry ? It is an old 
favorite of yours ; and when we meet again — " 

" Oh, dearest Clara I " I said, " do not speak thus." 

" Grood by, my poor boy, good by I " said Clara, hurriedly, 
and rushing out of the room, she was lifted by Mortimer 
into the carriage, who immediately jumped in after her. 
The whip cracked, the horses clattered, and all was out of 
sight in a second. 

"Why is she gone with him?" said I, reproachfully, 
turning towards my aunt. 

" Why, my dear, a very sufficient reason. She was mar- 
ried this morning." 

This was my first love I 
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WISE BE80LVE8. 

• 

Musing over this boyish adventure, I fell into a deep 
slumber, and on awakening it took me some minutes before 
I could recall my senses sufficiently io know where I was. 
The whole face of things in my room was completely 
changed. Flowers had been put in the china vases upon 
the tables; two handsome lamps, shaded with gauzes, 
stood upon the consoles; illustrated books, prints, and 
caricatures were scattered about. A pianoforte had, also, 
by some witchcraft, insinuated itself into a recess near the 
sofa ; a handsome little tea-service, of old Dresden china, 
graced a small marqueterie table ; and a little piquet table 
stood most invitingly beside the fire. I had scarcely time 
to turn my eyes from one to the other of these new occu- 
pants when I heard the handle of my door gently turn, as 
if by some cautious hand, and immediately closed my eyes 
and feigned sleep. Through my half-shut lids I perceived 
the door opened. After a pause of about a second, the 
skirt of a white muslin dress appeared ; then a pretty foot 
stole a little farther; and at last the slight and graceful 
figure of Emily Bingham advanced noiselessly into the 
room. Fear had rendered her deadly pale ; but the effect 
of her rich brown hair, braided plainly on either side of 
her cheek, suited so well the character of her features, I 
thought her far handsomer than ever. She came forward 
towards the table, and I now could perceive that she had 
something in her hand resembling a letter. This she 
placed near my hand, — so near as almost to touch it. She 
leaned over me ; I felt her breath upon my brow, but never 
moved. At this instant a tress of her hair, becoming un- 
fastened, fell over upon my face. She started; the motion 



132 HABRT LORREQUES. 

threw me off my guard, and I looked up. She gave a faint, 
scarcely audible shriek, and shrank into the chair beside 
me. Becovering, however, upon the instant, she grasped 
the letter she had just laid down, and having crushed it 
between her fingers, threw it into the fire. This done, — 
as if the effort had been too much for her strength, — she 
again fell back upon her seat, and looked so pale I almost 
thought she had fainted. 

Before I had time to speak she rose onoe more ; and now 
her face was bathed in blushes, her eyes swam with rising 
tears, and her lips trembled with emotion as she spoke. 

** Oh, Mr. Lorrequer, what will you — what can you think 
of this ? If you but knew — " And here she faltered and 
again grew pale, while I, with difficulty rising from the 
sofa, took her hand and led her to the chair beside it. 

" And may I not know," said I, " may I not know, my 
dear " — I am not sure I did not say " dearest " — " Miss 
Bingham, when perhaps the knowledge might make me the 
happiest of mortals ? " 

This was a pretty plunge as a sequel to my late resolu- 
tions. She hid her face between her hands and sobbed for 
some seconds. 

''At least," said I, ''as that letter was destined for me 
but a few moments since, I trust that you will let me hear 
its contents." 

" Oh, no, not now ! " said she, entreatingly ; and rising at 
the same time, she turned to leave the room. 

I still held her hand, and pressed it within mine. I 
thought she returned the pressure. I leaned forward to 
catch her eye, when the door was opened hastily, and a 
most extraordinary figure presented itself. 

It Was a short, fat man, with a pair of enormous mus- 
tachios of a fiery red, huge bushy whiskers of the same 
color, a blue frock covered with braiding and decorated with 
several crosses and ribbons, tight pantaloons, and Hessian 
boots with long brass spurs. He held a large gold-headed 
cane in his hand, and looked about with an expression of 
very equivocal drollery, mingled with fear. 
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''Maj I ask, sir/' said I, as this individual closed 
the door behind him, ''may I ask the reason for this 
intrusion ? " 

'' Oh| upon mj conscience, I '11 do, I 'm sure to pass 
muster now," said the well-known voice of Mr. O'Leary, 
whose pleasant features began to dilate amid the forest of 
red hair he was disguised in. " But I see you are engaged," 
said he, with a sly look at Miss Bingham, whom he had 
not yet recognized ; '' so I must contrive to hide myself 
elsewhere, I suppose." 

'<It is Miss Bingham," said I, ''who has been kind 
enough to come here with her maid to bring me some 
flowers. Pray present my compliments to Mrs. Bingham, 
and say how deeply I feel her kind attention." 

Emily rose at the instant, and recovering her self-posses- 
sion at once, said, — 

" You forget, Mr. Lorrequer, it is a secret from whom the 
flowers came, — at least, mamma hoped to place them in 
your vases without your knowing. So pray don't speak of 
it, and I 'm sure Mr. O'Leary will not tell." 

If Mr. O'Leary heard one word of this artful speech, I 
know not, but he certainly paid no attention to it nor the 
speaker, who left the room without his appearing aware 
of it. 

" Now that she is gone, — for which Heaven be praised I " 
said I to myself, — "let me see what this fellow can 
mean." 

As I turned from the door I could scarcely avoid laughing 
aloud at the figure before me. He stood opposite a large 
mirror, his hat on one side of his head, one arm in his 
breast, and the other extended, leaning upon his stick ; a 
look of as much ferocity as such features could accomplish 
had been assumed, and his whole attitude was a kind of 
caricature of a melodramatic hero in a German drama. 

" Why, O'Leary, what is all this ? " 

"Hush, hush!" said he, in a terrified whisper ; "never 
mention that name again till we are over the frontier." 

" But, man, explain, — what do you mean ? " 
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" Can't you guess ? " said he, dryly. 

'' Impossible ; unless the affair at the Salon has induced 
you to take this disguise, I cannot conceive the reason." 

" Nothing further from it, my dear friend, — much worse 
than that." 

" Out with it, then, at once." 

"She 's come ; she's here, — in this very house, No. 29, 
above the entresoV^ 

" Who is here in No. 29, above the entresol ? " 

"Who but Mrs. O'Leary herself! I was near saying, 
'Bad luck to her.'" 

" And does she know you are here ? " 

" That is what I can't exactly say," said he ; " but she has 
had the Livre dea Voyageurs brought up to her room, and 
has been making rather unpleasant inquiries for the pro- 
prietor of certain hieroglyphics beginning with which have 
given me great alarm, — the more so as all the waiters have 
been sent for in turn and subjected to long examination by 
her. So I have lost no time, but under the auspices of your 
friend Trevanion, have become the fascinating figure you 
find me, and am now Count O'Linski, a Pole of noble family, 
banished by the Eussian Grovernment, with a father in 
Siberia and all that ; and I hope, by the end of the week, 
to be able to cheat at icarte and deceive the very police 
itself." 

The idea of O'Leary's assuming such a metamorphosis 
was too absurd not to throw me into a hearty fit of laughing, 
in which the worthy emigre indulged also. 

" But why not leave this at once," said I, " if you are so 
much in dread of recognition ? " 

" You forget the trial," added O'Leary. " I must be here 
on the 18th, or all my bail is forfeited." 

" True, I had forgotten that. Well, now, your plans." 

" Simply to keep very quiet here till the affair of the 
tribunal is over, and then quit France at once. Meanwhile, 
Trevanion thinks that we may, by a bold stratagem, send 
Mrs. O'Leary off on a wrong scent, and has requested Mrs. 
Bingham to contrive to make her acquaintance and ask her 



WISE BESOLVES. 135 

to tea in her room, when she will see me, en FolonaiSf at a 
distance, you know, — hear something of my melancholy 
destiny from Trevanion, — and leave the hotel quite sure 
she has no claim on me. Meanwhile, some others of the 
party are to mention incidentally having met Mr. O'Leary 
somewhere, or heard of his decease, or any pleasant little 
incident that may occur to them." 

''The plan is excellent," said I; ''for in all probability 
she may never come in your way again, if sent off on a good 
errand this time. 

"That's what I'm thinking," said O'Leary; "and I am 
greatly disposed to let her hear that I 'm with Belzoni in 
Egypt, with an engagement to spend the Christmas with the 
Dey of Algiers. That would give her a very pretty tour 
for the remainder of the year, and show her the Pyramids. 
But, tell mc fairly, am I a good Pole ? " 

" Kather short," said I, " and a little too fat, perhaps." 

" That comes from the dash of the Tartar blood, — noth- 
ing more. And my mother was a Fin," said he, — " she '11 
never ask whether from the Blackwater or the Baltic. 
How I revel in the thought that I may smoke in company 
without a breach of the unities I But I must go ; there is a 
gentleman with a quinsy in No. 8, that gives me a lesson in 
Polish this morning. So good by, and don't forget to be 
well enough to-night, for you must be present at my 
delnU." 

O'Leary had scarcely gone when my thoughts reverted to 
Emily Bingham. I was not such a coxcomb as to fancy 
her in love with me, yet certainly there was something in 
the affair which looked not unlike it ; and though, by such 
a circumstance, every embarrassment which pressed upon 
me had become infinitely greater, I could not dissemble 
from myself a sense of pleasure at the thought. She was 
really a very pretty girl, and improved vastly upon ac- 
quaintance. Les absents ont toujours tort is the truest prov- 
erb in any language, and I felt it, in its fullest force, when 
Trevanion entered my room. 

"Well, Lorrequer," said he, "your time is not likely to 
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hang heavily on your hands in Paris if occupation will 
prevent it, for I find you are just now booked for a new 
scrape." 

" What can you mean ? " said I, starting up. 

"Why, O'Leary, who has been, since your illness, a 
constant visitor at the Binghams, — dining there every day 
and spending his evenings, — has just told me that the 
mamma is only waiting for the arrival of Sir Guy Lor- 
requer in Paris to open the trenches in all form ; and from 
what she has heard of Sir Guy, she deems it most likely he 
will give her every aid and support to making you the 
husband of the fair Emily." 

" And with good reason too," said I ; " for if my uncle 
were only given to understand that I had once gone far in 
my attentions, nothing would induce him to break off the 
match. He was crossed in love himself when young, and 
has made a score of people miserable since, in the benevo- 
lent idea of marrying them against every obstacle." 

" How very smart you have become ! " said Trevanion, 
taking a look round my room, and surveying in turn each 
of- the new occupants. " You must certainly reckon upon 
seeing your fair friend here, or all this elegance is sadly 
wasted." 

This was the time to explain all about Miss Bing- 
ham's visit ; and I did so, — of course omitting any details 
which might seem to me needless, or involving myself in 
inconsistency. 

Trevanion listened patiently to the end; was silent 
for some moments; then added, — 

"And you never saw the letter ?" 

" Of course not. It was burned before my eyes." 

" I think the affair looks very serious, Lorrequer. You 
may have won this girl's affections. It matters little 
whether the mamma be a hackneyed match-maker, or 
the cousin a bullying duellist. If the girl have a hearty 
and you have gained it — " 

" Then I must marry, you would say." 

"Exactly so, — without the prompting of your worthy 
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uncle ; I see no other course open to you without dishonor. 
My advice, therefore, is, ascertain — and that speedily 
— how far your attentions have been attended with the 
success you dread, and then decide at once. Are you able 
to get as far as Mrs. Bingham's room this morning ? If so, 
come along. I will take all the fraia of la chere maman 
off your hands while you talk to the daughter, and half an 
hour's courage and resolution will do it all." 

Having made the most effective toilet my means would 
permit, my right arm in a sling and my step trembling 
from weakness, I sallied forth with Trevanion to make 
love with as many fears for the result as the most bashful 
admirer ever experienced when pressing his suit upon some 
haughty belle, — but for a far different reason. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

THE PBOPOSAL. 

Ok reaching Mrs. Bingham's apartment we found that 
she had just left home to wait upon Mrs. O'Leary, and con- 
sequently that Miss Bingham was alone. Trevanion, there- 
fore, having wished me a safe deliverance through mj 
trying mission, shook my hand warmly and departed. 

I stood for some moments irresolutely, with my hand 
upon the lock of the door. To think that the next few 
minutes may decide the fortune of one's after-life is a 
sufficiently anxious thought ; but that your fate may be so 
decided, by compelling you to finish in sorrow what you 
have begun in folly, is still more insupportable. Such, 
then, was my condition. I had resolved within myself, if 
the result of this meeting should prove that I had won Miss 
Bingham's affections, to propose for her at once in all form 
and make her my wife. If, on the other hand, I only 
found that she too had amused herself \9ith a little passing 
flirtation, why then, I was a free man once more ; but on 
catechising myself a little closer, I discovered that I was 
not indisposed to make love de novo. 

With the speed of lightning my mind ran over every 
passage of our acquaintance, — our first meeting; our soli- 
tary walks ; our daily, hourly associations ; our travelling 
intimacy ; the adventure at Chantraine. There was, it is 
true, nothing in all this which could establish the fact of 
wooing, but everything which should convince an old of- 
fender like myself that the young lady was en prises and 
that I myself — despite my really strong attachment else- 
where — was not entirely scathless. 

"Yes," said I, half aloud, as I once more reviewed the 
past, " it is but another chapter in my history in keeping 
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with all the rest, — one step has ever led me to a second, 
and so on to a third ; what with other men have passed for 
mere trifles, have ever with me become serioos difficulties, 
and the false enthusiasm with which I ever follow any 
object in life blinds me for the time, and mistaking zeal for 
inclination, I never feel how little my heart is interested in 
success till the fever of pursuit is over.'' 

These were pleasant thoughts for one about to throw 
himself at a pretty girl's feet and pour out his ''soul of 
love before her ; " but that with me was the least part of it, 
Gurran, they say, usually picked up his facts in a case from 
the opposite counsel's statements. I always relied for my 
conduct in carrying on anything to the chance circumstances 
of the moment, and trusted to my animal spirits to give me 
an interest in whatever, for the time being, engaged me. 

I opened the door. Miss Bingham was sitting at a table, 
her head leaning upon her hands, some open letters which 
lay before her evidently so occupying her attention that my 
approach was unheard. On my addressing her, she turned 
round suddenly, and became at first deep scarlet, then pale 
as death ; while, turning to the table, she hurriedly threw 
her letters into a drawer, and motioned me to a place 
beside her. 

After the first brief and commonplace inquiry for my 
health, and hopes for my speedy recovery, she became 
silent ; and I, too, primed with topics innumerable to dis- 
cuss, knowing how short my time might prove before Mrs. 
Bingham's return, could not say a word. 

" I hope, Mr. Lorrequer," said she at length, " that you 
have incurred no risk by leaving your room so early." 

" I have not," I replied j "but even were there a certainty 
of it, the anxiety I labored under to see and speak with you 
alone, would have overcome all fears on that account. 
Since this unfortunate business has confined me to my 
chamber, I have done nothing but think over circumstances 
which have at length so entirely taken possession of me 
that 1 must, at any sacrifice, have sought an opportunity to 
explain to you — " Here Emily looked down, and I con* 
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tinued : '* I need scarcely say, what my feelings must long 
since have betrayed, that to have enjoyed the daily happi- 
ness of living in your society, of estimating your worth, of 
feeling your fascinations, were not the means most in 
request for him who knew, too well, how little he deserved, 
either by fortune or deser^ to hope to make you his ; and 
yet, how little has prudence or caution to do with situations 
like this." She did not guess the animus of this speech. 
" I felt all I have described ; and yet, and yet I lingered 
on, prizing too dearly the happiness of the present hour to 
risk it by any avowal of sentiments which might have 
banished me from your presence forever. If the alternation 
of these hopes and fears has proved too strong for my 
reason at last, I cannot help it ; and this it is which now 
leads me to make this avowal to you." 

Emily turned her head away from me, but her agitated 
manner showed how deeply my words had affected her; 
and I too, now that I had finished, felt that I had been 
"coming it rather strong," though perhaps not very 
intelligibly. 

" I had hoped, Mr. Lorrequer," said she, at length, — "I 
had hoped, I confess, to have had an opportunity of speak- 
ing with you." Then, thought I, the game is over, and 
Bishop Luscombe is richer by ten pounds than I wish him. 
" Something, I know not what, in your manner led me to 
suspect that your affections might lean towards me ; hints 
you have dropped, and, now and then, your chance allu> 
sions, strengthened the belief, and I determined at length 
that no feeling of maidenly shame on my part should en- 
danger the happiness of either of us, and I resolved to see 
you. This was so difficult that I wrote a letter, and that 
letter, which might have saved me all distressing explana- 
tion, 1 burned before you this morning." 

"But why, dearest girl," — here was a plunge — "why, 
if the letter could remove any misconstruction, or could be 
the means of dispelling any doubt, why not have let me 
see it ? " 

"Hear me out," cried she eagerly, and evidently not 
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heeding my interruption ; " I determined, if your affections 
were indeed — " A flood of tears here broke forth and 
drowned her words ; her head sank between her hands, and 
she sobbed bitterly. 

" Corpo di Baccho / '' said I to myself, " it is all over with 
me ; the poor girl is evidently jealous, and her heart will 
break." 

'' Dearest, dearest Emily," said I, passing my arm round 
her, and approaching my head close to hers, '^ if you think 
that any other love than yours could ever beat within this 
heart ; that I could see you hourly before me, live beneath 
your smile, and gaze upon your beauty, and, still more than 
all, — pardon the boldness of the thought, — feel that I was 
not indifferent to you — " 

<' Oh ! spare me this at least," said she, turning round 
her tearful eyes upon me, and looking most bewitchingly 
beautif uL " Have I then shown you this plainly ? " 

'' Yes, dearest girl I That instinct which tells us we are 
loved has spoken within me. And here in this beating 
heart — " 

'' Oh ! say no more," said she ; '' if I have indeed gained 
your affections — " 

^^If — t/you have," said I, clasping her to my heart, 
while she continued to sob still violently, and I felt half 
disposed to blow my brains out for my success. However, 
there is something in love-making, as in fox-hunting, 
which carries you along in spite of yourself ; and I con- 
tinued to pour forth whole rhapsodies of love that the 
Pastor Fido could not equal 

" Enough," said she ; " it is enough that you love me and 
that I have encouraged your so doing. But, oh I tell me 
once more, and think how much of future happiness may 
rest upon your answer, — tell me, may not this be some 
pacing attachment, which circumstances have created and 
others may dispel? Say, might not absence, time, or 
another more worthy — " 

This was certainly a very rigid cross-examination when I 
thought the trial was over; and not being exactly prepared 
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for ity I felt no other mode of reply than pressing her taper 
fingers alternately to my lips, and muttering something that 
might pass for a declaration of love unalterable, but, to my 
own ears, resembled a lament on my folly. 

** She is mine now," thought I, " so we must e'en make the 
best of it ; and truly she is a very handsome girl, though 
not a Lady Jane CaUonby. The next step is the mamma ; 
but I do not anticipate much difficulty in that quarter." 

<< Leave me now," said she, in a low and broken voice, 
'* but promise not to speak of this meeting to any one be- 
fore we meet again. I have my reasons, — believe me, they 
are sufficient ones ; so promise me this before we part." 

Having readily given the pledge required, I again kissed 
her hand and bside farewell, not a little puzzled the whole 
time at perceiving that ever since my declaration and 
acceptance Emily seemed anything but happy, and evidently 
struggling against some secret feeling, of which I knew 
nothing. " Yes," thought T, as I wended my way along the 
corridor, '' the poor little girl is tremendously jealous, and I 
must have said many a thing during our intimacy to hurt 
her. However, that is all past and gone ; and now comes 
a new character for me: my next appearance will be in 
the part of the ' happy husband.' " 



CHAPTER XV. 

THOUGHTS UPON MATRIHONT IN GENBRAL, AND IK THE 
ARMY IX PARTICULAR. — THE KKIQHT OF KERRY AND 
BILLY M*CABE. 

'' So," thought I^ as I closed the door of my room behind 
me, *' I am accepted ; the die is cast which makes me a Ben- 
edict. Yet Heaven knows that never was a man less dis- 
posed to be over-joyous at his good fortune!'' What a 
happy invention it were if, when adopting any road in life, 
we could only manage to forget that we had ever contem- 
plated any other! It is the eternal looking back in this 
world that forms the staple of all our misery ; and we are 
but ill-requited for such unhappiness by the brightest antici- 
pations we can conjure up for the future. How much of all 
that '^ past " was now to become a source of painful recol- 
lection, and to how little of the future could I look forward 
with even hope I 

Our weaknesses are much more constantly the spring of 
all our annoyances and troubles than even our vices. The 
one we hold in some sort of subjection ; we are perfectly 
slaves to the others. This thought came home most forci- 
bly to my bosom as I reflected upon the step which led me 
on imperceptibly to my present embarrassment ''Well, 
(festfini^ now," said I, drawing upon that bountiful source 
of consolation ever open to the man who mars his fortune, 
— that ''what is past can't be amended;" which piece of 
philosophy, as well as its twin brother, that "all will be 
the same a hundred years hence," have been golden rules 
to me from my childhood. 

The transition from one mode of life to another perfectly 
different has ever seemed to me a great trial of a man's 



144 HARRT LOBREQUEB. 

moral courage, besides that the fact of quitting forever any- 
thingy no matter how insignificant or valueless, is always 
attended with painful misgivings. My bachelor life had 
its share of annoyances and disappointments, it is true, but 
upon the whole it was a most happy one ; and now I was 
about to surrender it forever, not yielding to the impulse 
of affection and love for one without whom life were value- 
less to me, but merely a recompense for the indulgence 
of that fatal habit I had contracted of pursuing with 
eagerness every shadow that crossed my path. All my 
early friends, all my vagrant fancies, all my day-dreams 
of the future, I was now to surrender ; for what becomes 
of any man's bachelor friends when he is once married ? 
Where are his rambles in high and by ways when he has a 
wife ? And what is left for anticipation after his wedding, 
except, perhaps, to speculate upon the arrangement of his 
funeral ? To a military man more than to any other these 
are serious thoughts. All the fascinations of an army life, 
in war or peace, lie in the daily, hourly associations with 
your brother officers, — the morning cigar, the barrack- 
square lounge, the afternoon ride, the game of billiards 
before dinner, the mess (that perfection of dinner society), 
the plans for the evening, the devilled kidney at twelve, — 
forming so many points of departure whence you sail out 
upon your daily voyage through life. Versus these you 
have that awful perversion of all that is natural, — an 
officer^s wife. She has been a beauty when young, had 
black eyes and high complexion, a good figure, rather in- 
clined to embonpoint, and a certain springiness in her walk 
and a jauntiness in her air that are ever sure attractions to 
a sub in a marching regiment. She can play backgammon 
and sing " Di tanti palpUi,^ and, if an Irishwoman, is certain 
to be able to ride a steeple-chase, and has an uncle a lord, 
who (en parenthese) always turns out to be a creation made 
by King James after his abdication. In conclusion, she 
breakfasts en papillotes, wears her shoos down at heel, calls 
every officer of the regiment by his name, has a great taste 
for increasing his Majesty's lieges, and delights in London 
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porter. To this genus of " vrow " I have never ceased to 
entertain the most thrilling abhorrence, — and yet how 
often have I seen what appeared to be pretty and interest- 
ing girls fall into something of this sort ; and how often 
have I vowed any fate to myself I'ather than become the 
husband of a baggage-wagon wife! 

Had all my most sanguine hopes promised realizing, had 
my suit with Lady Jane been favorable, I could scarcely 
have bade adieu to my bachelor life without a sigh. No 
prospect of future happiness can ever perfectly exclude all 
regret at quitting our present state forever. I am sure if I 
had been a caterpillar, it would have been with a heavy 
heart that I should have donned my wings as a butterfly ; 
now the metamorphosis was reversed. Need it be won- 
dered if I were sad? 

So completely was I absorbed in my thoughts upon this 
matter that I had not perceived the entrance of O'Leary 
and Trevanion, who, unaware of my being in the apartment, 
as I was stretched upon a sofa in a dark corner, drew their 
chairs towards the fire and began chatting. 

"Do you know, Mr. Trevanion," said O'Leary, "I am 
half afraid of this disgiiise of mine. I sometimes think I 
am not like a Pole ; and if she should discover me — " 

" No fear of that in the world ; your costume is perfect, 
your beard unexceptionable. I could, perhaps, have de- 
sired a little less paunch; but then — " 

" That comes of fretting, as Falstaff says ; and you must 
not forget that I am banished from my country." 

"Now, as to your conversation, I should advise you say- 
ing very little, — not one word of English. You may, if 
you like, call in the assistance of Irish when hard pressed." 

" I have my fears on that score. There is no knowing 
where that might lead to, — perhaps discovery. You know 
the story of the Knight of Kerry and Billy M'Cabe ? " 

" I fear I must confess my ignorance ; I have never heard 
of it" 

" Then maybe you never knew Giles Dackson ? " 

" I have not that pleasure either." 

▼OL. II. — 10 
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'' Lord bless me, how strange that is ! I thought he was 
better known than the Duke of Wellington or the travelling 
piper. Well, I must tell you the story, for it has a moral 
too, — indeed, several morals ; but you '11 find that out for 
yourself. Well, it seems that one day the Knight of Kerry 
was walking along the Strand in London, killing an hour's 
time till the House was done prayers and Hume tired of 
hearing himself speaking ; his eye was caught by an enor- 
mous picture displayed upon the wall of a house, represent- 
ing a human figure covered with long, dark hair, with huge 
nails upon his hands, and a most fearful expression of face. 
At first the Knight thought it was Dr. Bowring; but on 
coming nearer he heard a man with a scarlet livery and a 
cocked hat call out, ' Walk in, ladies and gentlemen ! The 
most vonderf ul curiosity ever exhibited — only one shilling 
— the vild man from Chippoowango, in Af ricay — eats raw 
wittles without being cooked, and many other surprising 
and pleasing performances.' 

'^The Knight paid his money and was admitted. At 
first the crowd prevented his seeing anything, for the place 
was full to suffocation, and the noise awful; for, besides 
the exclamations and applause of the audience, there were 
three barrel-organs playing *Home sweet Home!' and 
* Cherry Ripe ! ' and the wild man himself contributed his 
share to the uproar. At last the Knight obtained, by dint 
of squeezing and some pushing, a place in the front, when, 
to his very great horror, he beheld a figure that far eclipsed 
the portrait without doors. 

" It was a man nearly naked, covered with long, shaggy 
hair that grew even over his nose and cheek-bones. He 
sprang about, sometimes on his feet, sometimes all-fours, 
but always uttering the most fearful yells, and glaring upon 
the crowd in a manner that was really dangerous. The 
Knight did not feel exactly happy at the whole proceeding, 
and began heartily to wish himself back in the House^ 
even upon a committee of privileges, when suddenly the 
savage gave a more frantic scream than before, and seized 
upon a morsel of raw beef which a keeper extended to him 
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upon a long fork like a tandem whip, — he was not safe, it 
appears, at close quarters. This he tore to pieces eagerly, 
and devoured in the most voracious manner, amid great 
clapping of hands and other evidences of satisfaction from 
the audience. * I '11 go now,' th&ught the Knight, * for God 
knows whether, in his hungry moods, he might not fancy 
to conclude his dinner by a member of Parliament' Just 
at this instant some sounds struck upon his ear that sur- 
prised him not a little. He listened more attentively, and 
conceive, if you can, his amazement to find that amid his 
most fearful cries and wild yells the savage was talking 
Irish. Laugh if you like, but it 's truth I am telling you, 
— nothing less than Irish. There he was, jumping four 
feet high in the air, eating his raw meat, pulling out his 
hair by handfuls, and, amid all this, cursing the whole com- 
pany to his heart's content in as good Irish as ever was 
heard in Tralee. Now, though the Knight had heard of 
red Jews and white negroes, he had never happened to 
read any account of an African Irishman ; so he listened 
very closely, and by degrees not only the words were known 
to him, but the very voice was familiar. At length some- 
thing he heard left no further doubt upon his mind, and 
turning to the savage, he addressed him in Irish, at the 
same time fixing a look of most scrutinizing import upon 
him. 

" * Who are you, you scoundrel ? ' said the Knight. 

" ' Billy M'Cabe, your honor.' 

" ' And what do you mean by playing off these tricks 
here, instead of earning your bread like an honest man ? " 

" * Whisht ! ' said Billy, ' and keep the secret. I 'm earn- 
ing the rent for your honor. One must do many a queer 
thing that pays two pound ten an acre for bad land.' 

" This was enough ; the Knight wished Billy every suc- 
cess, and left him amid the vociferous applause of a well- 
satisfied audience. This adventure, it seems, has made the 
worthy Knight a great friend to the introduction of poor- 
laws ; for he remarks, very truly, more of Billy's country- 
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meu might take a fancy to a savage life if the secret was 
found out." 

It was impossible for me to preserve my incognito as Mr. 
O'Leary concluded his story, and I was obliged to join in 
the mirth of Trevanion, wlio laughed loud and long as he 
finished it. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

A KEMIXI8CENCE. 

O'Leart and Trevanion had scarcely left the room when 
the waiter entered with two letters, — the one bore a Ger- 
man post-mark and was in the well-known hand of Lady 
Callonby ; the other in a writing with which I was no less 
familiar, that of Emily Bingham. 

Let any one who has been patient enough to follow me 
through these "Confessions," conceive my agitation at this 
moment. There lay my fate before me, coupled, in all like- 
lihood, with a view of what it might have been imder 
happier auspices, — at least so in anticipation did I read the 
two unopened epistles. My late interview with Miss Bing- 
ham left no doubt upon my mind that I had secured her 
affections ; and acting in accordance with the counsel of 
Trevanion, no less than my own sense of right, I resolved 
upon marrying her, — with what i)rospect of happiness I 
dared not to think. 

Alas and alas ! there is no infatuation like the taste for 
flirtation, — mere empty, valueless, heartless flirtation. You 
hide the dice-box and the billiard-cue, lest your son become 
a gambler; you put aside the Racing Calendar, lest he 
imbibe a jockey predilection, — but you never tremble at 
his fondness for white muslin and a satin slipper, far more 
dangerous tastes though they be, and infinitely more peril- 
ous to a man's peace and prosperity than all the "queens of 
trumps " that ever figured, whether on pasteboard or the 
Doncaster ! " Woman 's my wakenesss, yer honor," said 
an honest Patlander on being charged before the lord mayor 
with having four wives living; and without having any 
such " Algerine act " upon my conscience, I must, I fear, 
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enter a somewhat similar plea for my downfallings^ and 
avow in humble gratitude that I have scarcely had a mis- 
fortune through life unattributable to them in one way or 
another. And this I say without any reference to country, 
class, or complexion, " black, brown, or fair ; " from my 
Urst step forth into life, a raw sub in the gallant 4 — th, to 
this same hour, I have no other avowal, no other confession 
to make. " Be always ready with the pistol," was the dying 
advice of an Irish statesman to his sons ; mine, in a similar 
circumstance, would rather be ** Gardezrvous des femmes" 
and more especially if they be Irish. 

There is something almost treacherous in the facility 
with which an Irish girl receives your early attentions, and 
appears to like thera, that invariably turns a young feUow's 
head very long before he has any prospect of touching her 
heart. She thinks it so natural to be made love to that 
there is neither any affected coyness nor any agitated sur- 
prise. She listens to your declaration of love as quietly 
as the chief justice would to one of law, and refers the 
decision to a packed jury of her relatives, who rarely recom- 
mend you to mercy. Love and fighting, too, are so inti- 
mately united in Ireland that a courtship rarely progresses 
without at least one exchange of shots between some of the 
parties concerned. My first twenty-four hours in Dublin 
is so pleasantly characteristic of this that I may as well 
relate it here while the subject is before us ; besides, as 
these " Confessions " are intended as warnings and guides 
to youth, I may convey a useful lesson, showing why a man 
should not " make love in the dark." 

It was upon a raw, cold, drizzling morning in Febniary, 
18 — , that our regiment landed on the Xorth-wall from 
Liverpool, whence we had been hurriedly ordered to repress 
some riots and disturbances then agitating Dublin. 

We marched to the Royal Barracks, our band playing 
" Patrick's Day," to the very considerable admiration of as 
naked a population as ever loved music. The — th Dra- 
goons were at the same time quartered there, — right 
pleasant, jovial fellows, who soon gave us to understand 
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that the troubles were over before we arrived, and that the 
great city authorities were now returning thanks for their 
preservation from lire and sword by a series of entertain- 
ments of the most costly, but somewhat incongruous, kind ; 
the company being scarce less mixed than the dishes. 
Peers and play-actors, judges and jailers, archbishops, tailors, 
attorneys, rope-makers, and apothecaries, all uniting in the 
festive delight of good feeding and drinking the " glorious 
memory," — but of whom, half the company knew not, only 
surmising '< it was something agin the Papists." You may 
smile, but these were pleasant times, and I scarcely care to 
go back there since they were changed. But to return. 
The — th had just received an invitation to a ball to be 
given by the high sheriff, and to which they most consider- 
ately said we should also be invited. This negotiation was 
so well managed that before noon we all received our cards 
from a green-liveried youth mounted upon a very emaciated 
pony, — the whole turn-out not auguring flatteringly of the 
high sherifPs taste in equipage. 

We dined with the — th, and, as customary before going 
to an evening party, took the " other bottle " of claret that 
lies beyond the frontier of prudence. In fact, from the 
lieutenant-colonel down to the newly-joined ensign, there 
was not a face in the party that did not betray " signs of 
the times " that promised most favorably for the mirth of the 
sheriff's ball. We were so perfectly up to the mark that 
our major, a Connemara man, said, as we left the mess-room, 
" a liqueur glass would spoil us." 

In this acme of our intellectual wealth we started about 
eleven o'clock upon every species of conveyance that chance 
could press into the service. Of hackney coaches there were 
few ; but in jingles, noddies, and jaunting-cars, with three 
on a side and " one in the well," we mustered strong. Down 
Barrack Street we galloped, the mob cheering us, we laugh- 
ing, and I'm afraid shouting a little too, the watchmen 
springing their rattles, as if instinctively at any noise, and 
the whole population up and awake, evidently entertaining 
a high opinion of our convivial qualities. Our voices 
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IxM-aiiif gr;i(lu;illy inoni decorous, however, as we ap- 
jiroacliod t\w inorc civilized (juarter of the town ; and with 
only th(* slii^ht st()pi)a;^e of the procession to pick up an 
occasional drnppcr-ot'f as he lapsed from the seat of a jaun- 
tini;-car, we arrived at length at our host's residence, soine- 
wlicn; in Sackvillc Street. 

Had our advent conferred the order of knighthood upon 
the host, he could not have received us witli more delight. 
llr shook us all in turn by the hand, to the* mimber of 
eight and thirty, and then jjresented us seriatim, to his 
spouse, — a very iM^jcwelh^d lady of some forty years, who, 
what between bugles, feathers, and her turban, looked ex- 
ceedingly like a Chinese pagoda upon a saucer. The rooms 
were crowded to sulTocation, the noise awful, and the com- 
panv crusliini;- and elbowiuL,^ rather a little more than v(ai 
expect wlnTc the moiety are of the softer sex. However, 
we all so jK'ifectly fell in with the habits of the phice that 
ere half .m hour we s(pic<'zed, c^gled, leered, and drank 
(•lianq)agne like the rest of the (•(•rporation. 

•' ])evili-;h hot work, tins I "said the (.'olonel, as he passed 
me with a rosv-ch(M'ked, smiling lady on tNudi arm. ^' The 
jiiay,)!- — tli;it little fellow in the iniueh-colored shorts — 
has vei-\' iiearl\' jHit me hnrs ih' rnnilfct with strong negus; 
'ake care .if liim. I aib.ise vnu." 

Tiiisv as 1 lelt mvs(df, 1 was vet sufticiently ch'ar to be 

I ft « * * 

-illv a'.i\ t' ^o tli«' 'Irollerv .)f the seen<' before nu'. Flirta- 
t'Mii< 'liat -mdi'r •>l]i<'r eii-.-iim^tanees would denumd the 
-.■rri'i-\ i!id >.>litud.' of :i .'(Minti-y green lam* or sonu' garden 
' ■ A.-r. ■\'-V'- !ifv.' t-ndu'-ted :n all the o]>en elTrontery of 
•" t\-l;i:!i' - .')'! \ i^n--^: l""k^ -vei-e intertdianged, hands were 
-..iiri'/.'.l. -..^ir MiiiiLTN -A hi^D'T'-d. and smiles returned, till 
*he iiiti'xifatioii .>i •• Minich 'i<''_.ri|v< ** x\^^\ N|ti<'ed ])ort gave 
" .y ♦(. Mie *ar jreat<-r i'lie d' bi-iudit look-; and tender 
•/Miif(^s. V^nadrillev m,] -'MKitrv lancet (walt/mg there 
M IV Mniie. 'u'lhiii'- i!! !i'i- 'li^- ^t'-t '. 'vh:>t. ba(d<'_,Mmnh>n, loo 
'I'l'viiil'd 'I'T '^'I'.ii'. -,111'i'N ii"!;e- and "varin li<|Uors. em- 
i.'.i\-( d M^ ''vtt\" ''r:-'.v!\' m'1 ^iii'i'Ci' '\as announced, when a 
•.rraiid -or.'''-/'" t(^"k i>lae.' on Mi<' -tair'^. the |>opulati(Mi tend- 
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ing thitherward with an eagerness that a previous starva- 
tion of twenty-four hours could alone justify. Among this 
dense mass of moving muslin, velvet, and broadcloth I 
found myself chaperoning an extremely tempting little 
damsel, with a pair of laughing blue eyes and dark eye- 
lashes, who had been committed to my care and guidance 
for the passage. 

"Miss Moriarty, Mr. Lorrequer," said an old lady in 
green and spangles, who I afterwards found was the lady 
mayoress. 

'' The nicest girl in the room," said a gentleman with a 
Tipperary accent^ "and has a miglity sweet place near 
Althlone." 

The hint was not lost upon me, and I speedily began to 
"make up" to my charge; and before we reached the 
supper-room, learned certain particular of her history 
which I have not yet forgotten. She was, it seems, sister 
to a lady then in the room, the wife of an attorney who 
rejoiced in the pleasing and classical appellation of Mr. 
Mark Anthony Fitzpatrick; the aforesaid Mark Anthony 
being a tall, raw-boned, black-whiskered, ill-looking dog, 
that from time to time contrived to throw very uncomfort- 
able-looking glances at me and Mary Anne — for she was 
so named — the whole time of supper. After a few min- 
utes, however, I totally forgot him, and indeed everything 
else, in the fascination of my fair companion. She shared 
her cliair with nie, wyKin which I supported her by my arm 
passed round the back ; we ate our pickled salmon, jelly, 
blanc-mange, cold chicken, ham, and custard off the same 
plate, with an occasional squeeze of the finger, as our hands 
met, her eyes making sad havoc with me all the while, as I 
poured Iny tale of love — love, lasting, burning, all-consum- 
ing — into her not unwilling ear. 

" Ah ! now, ye 're not in earnest ? " 

" Yes, Mary Anne, by all that 's — " 

"Well, there, now, don't swear, and take care; sure 
Mark Anthony is looking." 

" Mark Anthony be—" 
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" Oh ! how passionate you are ! I 'm sure I never could 
live easy with you. There, now give me some sponge-eake, 
and don't be squeezing me, or they '11 see you." 

" Yes, to my heart, dearest girl." 

" Och ! it 's cheese you 're giving me," said she, with a 
grimace that nearly cured my passion. 

" A cottage, a hut, with you — with you / " said I, in a 
cadence that I defy Macready to rival. " What is worldly 
splendor or the empty glitter of rank ? " 

I here glanced at my epaulets, upon which I saw her 
eyes riveted. 

" Is n't the ginger-beer beautiful ! " said she, emptying a 
glass of champagne. 

Still, I was not to be roused from my trance, and con- 
tinued my courtship as warmly as ever. 

'' I suppose you will come home now" said a gruff voice 
behind Mary Anne. 

I turned, and perceived Mark Anthony with a grim look 
of peculiar import. 

" Oh ! Mark, dear, I 'm engaged to dance another set 
with this gentleman." 

" Ye are, are ye ? " replied Mark, eying me askance. 
" Troth, and I think the gentleman would be better if he 
went off to his flea-bag himself." 

In my then mystified intellect this west-country synonym 
for a bed a little puzzled me. 

" Yes, sir, the lady is engaged to mey — have you any- 
thing to say to that ? " 

" Nothing, at present, at all," said Mark, almost timidly. 

" Oh dear, oh dear ! " sobbed Mary Anne ; " they 're going 
to fight, and he '11 be killed, I know he will." 

For which of us this fate was destined, I stopped not to 
consider ; but taking the lady under my arm, elbowed my 
way to the drawing-room amid a very sufficient patting 
upon the back and thumping between the shoulders, be- 
stowed by members of the company who approved of my 
proceedings. The three fiddles, the flute and bassoon, that 
formed our band, being by this time sufficiently drunk, 
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played after a fashion of their own, which, by one of those 
strange sympathies of our nature, imparted its influence to 
our legs, and a country dance was performed in a style of 
free and easy gesticulation that defies description. At the 
end of eighteen couple, tired of my exertions, — and they 
were not slight, — I leaned my back against the wall of the 
room, which I now, for the first time, perceived was covered 




with a very peculiar and novel species of hanging, — no less 
than a kind of rough, green-baize cloth, that moved and 
floated at every motion of the air. I paid little attention to 
this, till suddenly turning my head, something gave way 
behind it. I felt myself struck upon the back of the neck, 
and fell forward into the room, covered by a perfect ava- 
lanche of fenders, fire-irons, frying-pans, and copper kettles, 
mingled with the lesser artillery of small nails, door-keys, 
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and holdfasts. There I lay amid the most vociferous mirth 
I ever listened to, under the confounded torrent of iron- 
mongery that half stunned me. The laughter over, I was 
assisted to rise ; and having drunk about a pint of vinegar, 
and had my face and temples washed in strong whiskey punch, 

— the allocation of the fluids being mistaken, — I learned 
that our host, the high sheriff, was a celebrated tin and iron 
man, that his ball-room was no other than his magazine 
of metals, and that to conceal the well-fllled shelves from 
the gaze of his aristocratic guests, they were clothed in the 
manner related, — which my unhappy head, by some mis- 
fortune, displaced, and thus brought on a calamity scarcely 
less afflicting to him than to myself. I should scarcely 
have stopped to mention this here, were it not that Mary 
Anne's gentle nursing of me in my misery went far to com- 
plete what her fascination had begun; and although she 
could not help laughing at the occurrence, I forgave her 
readily for her kindness. 

" Remember," said I, trying to ogle through a black eye, 
painted by the angle of a register grate, — "remember, 
Mary Anne, I am to see you home." 

" Oh, dear, sir ! sure I don't know how you can manage 
it—" 

Here Mark Anthony's entrance cut short her speech, for 
he came to declare that some of the officers had taken his 
coach, and was, as might be supposed, in a towering 
passion. 

" If, sir," said I, with an air of the most balmy courtesy, 

— "if I can be of any use in assisting you to see your 
friends home — " 

" Ah ! then, ye 're a nice-looking article to see ladies 
home. I wish you seen yourself this minute," said he. 

As I felt it would be no breach of the unities — time, 
])lace, and everything considered — to smash his skull, I 
should certainly have proceeded to do so, had not a look of 
the most imploring kind from Mary Anne restrained me. 
By this time he had taken her under the arm and was 
leading her away. I stood irresolute, till a glance from my 
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charmer caught me ; when I rallied at once, and followed 
them downstairs. Here the scene was to the full as the 
above ; the cloaking, shawling, shoeing, etc., of the ladies 
being certainly as mirth-moving a process as I should wish 
to see. Here were mothei*s trying to collect their daughters, 
as a hen her chickens, and, as in that case, the pursuit of 
one usually lost all the others ; testy papas swearing ; lovers 
leering as they twisted the boas round the fair throats of 
their sweethearts ; vows of love mingling with lamentations 
for a lost slipper or a stray mantle. Sometimes the candles 
were extinguished, and the meUe became greater, till the 
order and light were restored together. Meanwhile, each 
of our fellows had secured his fair one, save myself, and 
I was exposed to no small ridicule for my want of tact 
Nettled by this, I made a plunge to the comer of the room, 
where Mary Anne was shawling; I recognized her pink 
sash, threw her cloak over her shoulders, and at the very 
moment that Mark Anthony drew his wife's arm within 
his, I performed the same by my friend, and followed them 
to the door. Here the grim brother-in-law turned round to 
take Mary Anne's arm, and seeing her with me, merely 
gave a kind of hoarse chuckle, and muttered : " Very well, 
sir ; upon my conscience, you ivill have it, I see." During 
this brief interval, so occupied was I in watching him that 
I never once looked in my fair friend's face ; but the gen- 
tle squeeze of her arm, as she leaned upon me, assured me 
that I had her approval of what I was doing. 

What was the precise train of my thoughts, and what the 
subjects of conversation between us, I am unfortunately 
now unable to recollect. It is sufficient to remember that 
I could not believe five minutes had elapsed^ when we 
arrived at York Street. 

**Then you confess you love me," said T, as I squeezed 
her arm to my side. ^' Then, by this kiss I swear never 
to relinquish — " 

What I was about to add, I am sure I know not ; but 
true it is that a certain smacking noise here attracted Mr. 
Mark Anthony's attention, who started round, looked us 
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full in the fac^, and then gravely added : ** Enough is as 
good as a feast. I wish you pleasant drames^ Mr. Larry 
Kar, if that 's your name ; and you '11 hear from me in the 
morning." 

" I intend it," said I. " Good night, dearest ; think of 
— " The slam of the street-door in my face spoiled the 
peroration, and I turned towards home. 

By the time I reached the barracks, the united effects of 
champagne, sherry, and Sheffield iron had in a good meas- 
ure subsided, and my head had become sufficiently clear to 
permit a slight retrospect of the evening's amusement. 

From two illusions I was at last awakened: first, the 
high-sheriff's ball was not the most accurate representation 
of high society ; secondly, I was not deeply enamoured of 
Mary Anne Moriarty. Strange as it may seem, and how little 
soever the apparent connection between those two facts, 
the truth of one had a considerable influence in deciding the 
other. " ^Hmporte," said I, " the thing is over ; it was 
rather good fun, too, upon the whole, — saving the chute 
des casseroles ; and as to the lady, she must have seen it 
was a joke as well as myself. At least, so I am decided it 
shall be ; and as there was no witness to our conversation, 
the thing is easily got out of." 

The following day, as I was dressing to ride out, ray 
servant announced no less a person than Mr. Mark Anthony 
Fitzpatrick, who said that he came upon a little business, 
and must see me immediately. 

Mr. Fitzpatrick, upon being announced, speedily opened 
his negotiation by asking, in very terse and unequivocal 
phrase, my intentions regarding his sister-in-law. After 
professing the most perfect astonishment at the question 
and its possible import, I replied that she was a most 
charming person, with whom I intended to have nothing 
whatever to do. 

" And maybe you never proposed for her at the ball last 
night?" 

" Propose for a lady at a ball the first time I ever met 
her ! " 
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<^ Just so. Can you carry your memory so far back ? Or 
perhaps I had better refresh it;" and he here repeated 
the whole substance of my conversation on my way home- 
ward, sometimes in the very words I used. 

"But, my dear sir, the young lady could never have sup- 
posed I used such language as this you have repeated ? " 

"So, then, you intend to break off? Well, then, it's 
right to tell you that you 're in a very ugly scrape, for it was 
my wife you took home last night, — not Miss Moriarty; 
and I leave you to choose at your leisure whether you *d 
rather be defendant in a suit for breach of promise or 
seduction. And, upon my conscience, I think it 's civil in 
me to give you a choice." 

What a pretty disclosure was here ! So that while I was 
imagining myself squeezing the hand and winning the 
heart of the fair Mary Anne, I was merely making a case of 
strong evidence for a jury, that might expose me to the world 
and half ruin me in damages. There was but one course 
open, — to make a fight for it ; and from what I saw of 
my friend Mark Anthony, this did not seem difficult. 

I accordingly assumed a high tone, — laughed at the en- 
tire affair; said it was a "way that we had in the army;" 
that " we never meant anything by it," etc. 

In a few minutes I perceived the bait was taking. Mr. 
Fitzpatrick's west-country blood was up; all thought of 
the legal resource was abandoned ; and he flung out of the 
room to find a friend, I having given him the name of 
"one of ours" as mine upon the occasion. 

Very little time was lost, for before three o'clock that 
afternoon a meeting was fixed for the following morning at 
the North Bull ; and I had the satisfaction of hearing that 
I only escaped the malignant eloquence of Holmes in the 
King's Bench, to be " blazed " at by the best shot on the 
western circuit. The thought was not agreeable, and I 
indemnified myself for the scrape by a very satisfactory 
anathema upon the high-sheriff and his ball and his con- 
founded saucepans; for to the lady's sympathy for my 
sufferings I attributed much of my folly. 
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At eight the next morning I found myself standing, with 
Curzon and the doctor, upon the bleak portion of her 
Majesty's dominions they term the North Bull, waiting, in 
a chilly rain and a raw fog, till it pleased Mark Anthony 
Fitzpatrick to come and shoot me, — such being the precise 
terms of our combat, in the opinion of all parties. 

The time, however, passed on, and half-past eight, three- 
quarters, and at last nine o'clock, without his appearing ; 
when just as Curzon had resolved upon our leaving the 
ground, a hack jaunting-car was seen driving at full speed 
along the road near us. It came nearer, and at length drew 
up ; two men leaped off and came towards us, one of whom, 
as he came forward, took off his hat politely and introduced 
himself as Mr. O'Gorman, the fighting friend of Mark 
Anthony. 

" It 's a mighty unpleasant business I 'm come upon, 
gentlemen," said he. " Mr. Fitzpatrick has been unavoida- 
bly prevented from having the happiness to meet you this 
morning — " 

" Then you can't expect us, sir, to dance attendance upon 
him here to-morrow," said Curzon, interrupting. 

" By no manner of means," replied the other, placidly, 
" for it would be equally inconvenient for him to be here 
then. But I have only to say that as I'm here for my 
friend, and know all the particulars of the case, maybe 
you 'd have the kindness to waive all etiquette and let me 
stand in his place." 

"Certainly and most decidedly not," said Curzon. 
" Waive etiquette ! Why, sir, we have no quarrel with 
you, never saw you before." 

" Well, now, is n't this hard ? " said Mr. O'Gorman, ad- 
dressing his friend, who stood by with a pistol-case under 
his arm ; " but I told Mark that I was sure they 'd be 
standing upon punctilio, for they were English. Well, sir," 
said he, turning towards Curzon, " there 's but one way to 
arrange it now, that I see. Mr. Fitzpatrick, you must 
know, was arrested this morning for a trifle of £140. If 
you or your friend there will join us in the bail, we can get 
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him out, and be 'U fight you in the mornmg to your 
satisfaction." 

When the astonishment this proposal bad created, sub- 
sided, we assured Mr. O'Gorman that we were noways 
disposed to pay such a price for our amusement, — a fact 
that seemed considerably to surprise both him and bis 
friend ; and adding that to Mr. Fttzpatrick [>ersonalIy we 
should feel bound to hold ourselves pledged at a future 
period, we left the ground, Curzon laughing heartily at the 
original expedient thus suggested, while I inwardly pro- 
nounced a most glowing eulogy on the law of imprisonment 
for debt 

Before Mr. Fitzpatrick obtained the benefit of the Act, 
we were ordered abroad, and I have never since heard of 
him. 




CHAPTER XVII. 

THE TWO LETTEBS. 

From the digression of the last chapter I was recalled by 
the sight of the two letters which lay during my revery un- 
opened before me. I first broke the seal of Lady Callonby's 
epistle, which ran thus : — 

Munich, La Croix Blanche. 

Mt dear Mr. Lorrequer, — I have just heard from Kilkee that 
you are at length about to pay us your long-promised visit, and write 
these few lines to beg that before leaving Paris you will kindly execute 
for me the commissions of which I enclose a formidable list, or at least 
as many of them as you can conveniently accomplish. Our stay here 
now will be so short that it will require all your despatch to over- 
take us before reaching Milan, Lady Jane's health requiring an im- 
mediate change of climate. Our present plans are to winter in Italy, 
although such will interfere considerably with Lord Callonby, who is 
pressed much by his friends to accept office. However, all this and 
other gossip I reserve for our meeting. Meanwhile, adieu I and if 
any of my commissions bore yon, omit them at once, except the white 
roses and the Brussels veil, which Lady Jane is most anxious for. 

Sincerely yours, 

Charlotte Calloxby. 

How much did these few and apparently commonplace 
lines convey to me ? First, my visit was not only expected, 
but actually looked forward to, canvassed, perhaps I might 
almost whisper to myself the flattery, — wished for. Again, 
Lady Jane's health was spoken of as precarious, — less ac- 
tual illness, I said to myself, than mere delicacy requiring 
the bluer sky and warmer air of Italy. Perhaps her spirits 
were affected, — some mental malady ; some ill-placed 
passion: que sais-je? In fact, my brain ran on so fast 
in its devisings that by a quick process, less logical than 
pleasing, I satisfied myself that the lovely Lady Jane Cal- 
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lonby was actually in love — with whom, let the reader 
guess. And Lord Gallonbyi too, about to join the Ministry, 
— weU, all the better to have one's father-in-law in power ; 
promotion is so cursed slow nowadays. And lastly the 
sly allusion to the commissions, — the malice of introducing 
her name to interest me. With such materials as these to 
build upon, frail as they may seem to others, I found no 
difficulty in regarding myself as the dear friend of the 
family and the acknowledged suitor of Lady Jane. 

In the midst, however, of all my self-gratulation, my eye 
fell upon the letter of £mily Bingham, and I suddenly re- 
membered how fatal to all such happy anticipations it 
might prove. I tore it o|)en in passionate haste and read : 

Mt dear Mr. Lorrequer, — As from the interview we have had 
this morning I am inclined to believe that I have gained your affec- 
tions, I think that I should ill requite such a state of your feeling for 
me were I to conceal that I cannot return you mine, — in fact, that 
they are not mine to bestow. This frank avowal, whatever pain it 
may have cost me, I think I owe to you to make. You will perhaps 
say the confession should have been earlier. To which I reply, it 
should have been so, had I known, or even guessed at, the nature of 
your feelings for me ; for — and I write it in all truth and perfect re- 
8i)ect for you — 1 only saw in your attentions the flirting habits of a 
man of the world with a very unformed and ignorant girl of eighteen, 
with whom, as it was his amusement to travel, he deemed it worth 
his while to talk. I now see, and bitterly regret, my error, yet deem 
it better to make this painful confession than suffer you to remain 
in a delusion which may involve your happiness in the wreck of 

mine. I am most faithfully your friend, 

Emilt Bingham. 

" What a charming girl she is ! " I cried, as I finished the 
letter; "how full of true feeling, how honorable, how 
straightforward ! And yet it is devilish strange how cun- 
ningly she played her part, and it seems now that I never 
did touch her affections. Master Harry, I begin to fear 
you are not altogether the awful lady-killer you have been 
thinking." Thus did I meditate upon this singular note ; 
my delight at being once more " free " mingling with some 
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chagiin tbat I was jocke jed, and by a joimg miss of eigh- 
teen too. '* Confounded! J disagreeable if the mess knew 
ity'' thought I. ^^Per Bclcco! how they would quiz upon 
my difficulty to break off a match, when the lady was only 
anxious to get rid of me." 

''This affair must never come to their ears, or I am 
ruined ; and now, the sooner all negotiations are concluded, 
the better. I must obtain a meeting with Emily, acknowl- 
edge the truth and justice of all her views, express my 
deep regret at the issue of the affair, slyly hint that I have 
been merely playing her own game back upon her, — for 
it would be the devil to let her go oft with the idea that 
she had singed me, yet never caught fire herself, — so that 
we both shaJl draw stakes and part friends." 

This valiant resolution taken, I wrote a very short note, 
begg^g an interview, and proceeded to make as formidable 
a toilet as I could for the forthcoming meeting ; before I 
had concluded which, a verbal answer by her maid informed 
me that ''Miss Bingham was alone, and ready to receive 



me." 



As I took my way along the corridor I could not help 
feeling that among all my singular scrapes and embarrass- 
ing situations through life my present mission was cer- 
tainly not the least, the difficulty, such as it was, being 
considerably increased by my own confounded amour-propre^ 
that would not leave me satisfied with obtaining my liberty 
if I could not insist upon coming off scathless also. In 
fact, I was not content to evacuate the fortress if I were 
not to march out with all the honors of war. This feeling 
I neither attempt to palliate nor defend ; I merely chronicle 
it as are too many of these " Confessions," — a matter of 
truth, yet not the less a subject for sorrow. 

My hand was upon the lock of the door. I stopped, hesi- 
tated, and listened. I certainly heard something. Yes, it 
is too true, — she is sobbing. What a total overthrow of 
all my selfish resolves, all my egotistical plans, did that 
slight cadence give ! She was crying, — her tears for the 
bitter pain she concluded I was suffering mingling doubtless 
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with sorrow for her own sources of grief ; for it was clear 
to me that whoever may have been my favored rival, the 
attachment was either unknown to or unsanctioned by the 
mother. I wished I had not listened ; all my determinations 
were completely routed, and as I opened the door I felt my 
heart beating almost audibly agaiust my side. 

In a subdued half-light, tempered through the rose-colored 
curtains with a small china cup of newly plucked moss- 
roses upon the table, sat, or rather leaned, Emily Bingham, 
her face buried in her hands as I entered. She did not 
hear my approach, so that I had above a minute to admire 
the graceful character of her head and the fine, undijdating 
curve of her neck and shoulders, before I spoke. 

" Miss Bingham," said I. 

She started, looked up; her dark-blue eyes, brilliant 
though tearful, were fixed upon me for a second, as if 
searching my very inmost thoughts. She held out her 
hand, and turning her head aside, made room for me on the 
sofa beside her. '< Strange girl," thought I, '' that in the 
very moment of breaking with a man forever, puts on her 
most fascinating toilet, arrays herself in her most bewitch- 
ing manner, and gives him a reception only calculated to 
turn his head and render him ten times more in love than 
ever." Her hand, which remained still in mine, was burn- 
ing as if in fever, and the heaving movement of her neck 
and shoulders showed me how much this meeting cost her. 
We were both silent, till at length, feeling that any chance 
interruption might leave us as far as ever from understand- 
ing each other, I resolved to begin. 

"My dear, dear Emily," I said, "do not, I entreat of 
you, add to the misery I am this moment enduring by let- 
ting me see you thus. Whatever your wrongs towards me, 
this is far too heavy a retribution. My object was never to 
make you wretched; if I am not to obtain the bliss to 
strive and make you happy — " 

"Oh, Harry ! " — this was the first time she had ever so 
called me — " how like you to think of me, — of mc, at such 
a time, as if I was not the cause of all our present unhappi- 
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ness. But not wilfully, not intentionally. Oh, no, no ! 
your attentions, the flattery of your notice, took me at 
once, and in the gratification of my self-esteem I forgot all 
else. 1 heard, too, that you were engaged to another; and 
believing, as I did, that you were trifling with my affec- 
tions, 1 spared no effort to win yours. 1 confess it, I 
wished this with all my soul.*' 

"And now," said I, "that you have gained them." — 
here was a pretty sequel to my well-matured plans ! — " and 
now, Emily — " 

" But have I really done so ? " said she, hurriedly turn- 
ing round and fixing her large, full eyes upon me, while one 
of her hands played carelessly through my hair — " have I 
your heart, — your whole heart ? " 

" Can you doubt it, dearest ? " said I, passionately press- 
ing her to my bosom, and at the same time muttering, 
"What the devil's in the wind now? We are surely 
not going to patch up our separation and make love in 
earnest ? " 

There she lay, her head upon my shoulder, her long, 
brown, waving ringlets falling loosely across my face and 
on my bosom, her hand in mine. What were her thoughts 
I cannot guess ; mine — God forgive me ! — were a fervent 
wish either for her mother's appearance, or that the hotel 
would suddenly take fire, or some other extensive calamity 
arise to put the finishing stroke to this embarrassing 
situation. 

None of these, however, were destined to occur; and 
Emily lay still and motionless as she was, scarce seeming to 
breathe, and pale as death. " What can this mean ? " said 
I. " Surely this is not the usual way to part with a rejected 
suitor ? If it be, why then, by Jupiter, the successful one 
must have rather the worst of it ; and I fervently hope that 
Lady Jane be not at this moment giving her conge to some 
disappointed swain." She slowly raised her large, black- 
fringed eyelids, and looked into ray face with an expression 
at once so tender and so plaintive that I felt a struggle 
within myself whether to press her to my heart or — 
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What the deuce was the alternative ? I hope my reader 
knows, for I really do not. " And after all," thought I, " if 
we are to marry, I am only anticipating a little ; and if not, 
why then a * chaste salute,^ as Winifred Jenkins calls it, 
she '11 be none the worse for." Acting at once upon this 
resolve, I leaned downwards, and was passing back her 
ringlets from her now flushed cheek, when I was startled 
by my name, which I heard called several times in the 
corridor. The door at the same instant was burst suddenly 
open, and Trevanion appeared. 

" Harry, Harry Lorrequer ! " cried he, as he entered ; 
then, suddenly checking himself, added : ^^ A thousand, ten 
thousand pardons, but — " 

"But what," cried I, passionately, forgetting all save 
the situation of poor Emily at the moment, — *'what can 
justify — " 

"Nothing certainly can justify such an intrusion," said 
Trevanion, finishing my sentence for me, " except the very 
near danger you run this moment in being arrested. 
O'Leary's imprudence has compromised your safety, and 
you must leave Paris within an hour." 

" Oh, Mr. Trevanion," said Emily, who by this time had 
regained a more befitting attitude, " pray speak out ! What 
is it? Is Harry — is Mr. Lorrequer, I mean — in any 
danger ? " 

" Nothing of consequence. Miss Bingham, if he only act 
with prudence and be guided by his friends. Lorrequer, 
you will find me in your apartments in half an hour ; till 
then adieu." 

While Emily poured forth question after question as. to 
the nature and extent of my present difficulty, I could not 
help thinking of the tact by which Trevanion escaped, leav- 
ing me to make my adieus to Emily as best I might ; for I 
saw in a glance that I must leave Paris at once. I there- 
fore briefly gave her to understand the affair at the Salon, 
which I suspected to be the cause of the threatened arrest, 
and was about to profess my unaltered and unalterable 
attachment, when she suddenly stopped me. 
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" No, Mr. Lorrequer, no. All is over between us. We 
must never meet again, never. We have been both playing 
a part Grood by — good by ! Do not altogether forget me 
— and once more, Harry, good by ! " 

What I might have said, thought, or done, I know not ; 
but the arrival of Mrs. Bingham's carriage at the door left 
no time for anything but escape. So once more pressing 
her hand firmly to my lips, I said, *^Au revoir, Emily, au 
revoxTy — not good by ; " and rushing from the room, regained 
my room just as Mrs. Bingham reached the corridor. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

MB. o'lEABT's GAPTUBB. 

'< Does she really caie for me ? " was my first question to 
myself as I left the room. <' Is this story about pre-engaged 
affections merely a got-up thing to try the force of my 
attachment for her ? For if not, her conduct is most in- 
explicable ; and great as my experience has been in such 
affairs, I avow myself out-manoeuvred." While I thought 
over this difficulty, Trevanion came up, and in a few words 
informed me more fully upon what he had hinted at before. 
It appeared that O'Leary, much more alive to the impera- 
tive necessity of avoiding detection by his wife than of in- 
volving himself with the police, had thrown out most dark 
and mysterious hints in the hotel as to the reason of his resi- 
dence at Paris, fully impressed with the idea that to be a 
good Pole he need only talk " revolutionary," devote to the 
powers below all kings, czars, and kaisers, weep over the 
wrongs of his nation, wear rather seedy habiliments, and 
smoke profusely. The latter were with him easy condi- 
tions ; and he so completely acted the former to the life that 
he had been that morning arrested in the Tuileries gardens 
under several treasonable charges, — among others, the con- 
spiracy, with some of his compatriots, to murder the min- 
ister of war. 

However laughable such an accusation against poor 
O'Leary, one circumstance rendered the matter anything 
but ludicrous. Although he must come off free of this 
grave offence, yet, as the Salon transaction would neces- 
sarily now become known, I should be immediately in- 
volved, and my departure from Paris prevented. 
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**So," said Trevanion, as he briefly laid before me the 
difficulty of my position, " you may perceive that however 
strongly your affections may be engaged in a certain quar- 
ter, it is quite as well to think of leaving Paris without 
delay. O'Leary's arrest will be followed by yours, depend 
upon it, and once under the surveillance of the police, escape 
is impossible." 

" But, seriously, Trevanion," said I, nettled at the tone 
of raillery he spoke in, " you must see that there is nothing 
whatever in that business. I was merely taking my fare- 
well of the fair Emily. Her affections have been long since 
engaged, and I — " 

'' Only endeavoring to support her in her attachment to 
the more favored rival. Is it not so ? " 

"Come, no quizzing! Faith! I began to feel very un- 
comfortable about parting with her the moment that I dis- 
covered that I must do so." 

" So I guessed," said Trevanion, with a dry look, " from 
the interesting scene I so abruptly trespassed upon. But 
you are right ; a little bit of tenderness is never misplaced, 
so long as the object is young, pretty, and, still more than 
all, disposed for it." 

" Quite out ; perfectly mistaken, believe me. Emily not 
only never cared for me, but she has gone far enough to tell 
me so." 

"Then, from all T know of such matters," replied he, 
" you were both in a very fair way to repair that mistake 
on her part. But hark ! what is this ? " 

A tremendous noise in the street here interrupted our 
colloquy, and on opening the window, a strange scene pre- 
sented itself to our eyes. In the middle of a dense mass of 
moving rabble, shouting, yelling, and screaming with all 
their might, were two gendarmes with a prisoner between 
them. The unhappy man was followed by a rather over- 
dressed, middle-aged looking woman, who appeared to be 
desirous of bestowing the most coram publico endearments 
upon the culprit, whom a second glance showed us was 
O'l-icary. 
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'^I tell you, my dear madam, you are mistsJLen," said 
O'Leary, addressing her with great sternness of manner 
and voice. 

''Mistaken ? Never, never! How could I ever be mis- 
taken in that dear voice, those lovely eyes, that sweet little 
nose ? " 

"Take her away, she's deranged," said O'Leary to the 
gendarmes, "Sure, if I'm a Pole, that's enough of 
misfortune." 

" 1 11 follow him to the end of the earth, I wilL" 

"I'm going to the galleys, Grod be praised!'' said 
CLeary. 

" To the galleys, to the guillotine, — anywhere," re- 
sponded she, throwing herself upon his neck, — much less, 
as it seemed, to his gratification than that of the mob, 
who laughed and shouted most uproariously. 

" Mrs. Ram, ain't you ashamed ? " 

" He calls me by my name," said she, " and he attempts 
to disown me. Ha ! ha ! ha ! ha ! " and immediately fell off 
into a strong paroxysm of kicking and pinching and punch- 
ing the bystanders, — a malady well known under the name 
of hysterics, but being little more than a privUeged mode, 
among certain ladies, of paying off some scores which it is 
not thought decent to do in their more sober moments. 

"Lead me away, — anywhere; convict me of what you 
like," said he, " but don't let her follow me." 

The gendarmes^ who little comprehended the nature of 
the scene before them, were not sorry to anticipate a re- 
newal of it on Mrs. Ram's recovery, and accordingly seized 
the opportunity to march on with O'Leary, who turned the 
corner of the Rue Rivoli under a shower of execrations 
from the mob that fell fortunately most unconsciously upon 
his ears. 

The possibility of figuring in such a procession con- 
tributed much to the force of Trevanion's reasonings, and I 
resolved to leave Paris at once. 

" Promise me, then, to involve yourself in no more scrapes 
for half an hour. Pack everything you may want with you, 
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and by seven o'clock I will be here with jour passport and 
all ready for a start." 

With a beating brain and in a whirlwind of conflicting 
thoughts, I threw my clothes hither and thither into my 
trunk. Lady Jane and Emily both flitting every instant 
before my imagination, and frequently an irresolution to 
proceed stopping all my preparations for departure, I sat 
down musing upon a chair, and half determined to stay 
where I was, come what might of it. Finally, the possi- 
bility of exposure in a trial had its weight. I continued my 
occupation till the last coat was folded and the lock turned, 
when I seated myself opposite my luggage and waited im- 
patiently for my friend's return. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

THE JOUBNEY. 

Tbev ANION came at last. He had obtained my passport 
and engaged a carriage to convey me about eight miles, 
where I should overtake the diligence, — such a mode of 
travelling being judged more likely to favor my escape, by 
attracting less attention than posting. It was past ten 
when I left the Rue St Honors, having shaken hands with 
Trevanion for the last time, and charged him with ten 
thousand soft messages for the ''friends'' I left behind 
me. 

When I arrived at the village of St. Jacques, the diligence 
had not come up. To pass away the time, I ordered a 
little supper and a bottle of St. Julien. Scarcely had I 
seated myself to my cutlet when the rapid whirl of wheels 
was heard without, and a cab drew up suddenly at the door. 
So naturally does the fugitive suspect pursuit that my im- 
mediate impression was that I was followed. In this 
notion I was strengthened by the tones of a cracked, 
discordant voice, asking in very peculiar French if the 
" diligence had passed." Being answered in the negative, 
he walked into the room where I was, and speedily, by his 
appearance, removed any apprehensions I had felt as to my 
safety. Nothing could less resemble the tall port and 
sturdy bearing of a gendarme than the diminutive and 
dwarfish individual before me. His height could scarcely 
have reached five feet, of which the head formed fully a 
fourth x)ar^; and even this was rendered in appearance 
still greater by a mass of loosely floating black hair that 
fell upon his neck and shoulders, and gave him much the 
air of a ''black lion" on a signboard. His black frock, fur- 
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collared and braided, his ill-made boots, his meerschaum 
projecting from his breast-pocket, above all, his unwashed 
hands and a heavy gold ring upon his thumb, — all made an 
ensemble of evidences that showed he could be nothing but 
a Grerman. His manner was bustling, impatient, and had 
it not been ludicrous, would certainly be considered as 
insolent to every one about him, for he stared each person 
abruptly in the face, and mumbled some broken expressions 
of his opinion of them half-aloud in (xerman. His com- 
ments ran on : " Bon soir^ Monsieur ^^^ to the host ; " ein 
Bosewichty ganz sicker" — "a scoundrel, without doubt ; " 
and then added, still lower, " Rob you here as soon as look 
at you." " Ah, postilion ! comment va ? " — " Much more 
like a brigand after all, — 1 know which I 'd take you for." 
" Verflttchte Fran," — "How ugly the woman is!" This 
compliment was intended for the hostess, who curtseyed 
down to the ground in her ignorance. At last, approaching 
me, he stopped, and having steadily surveyed me, mut- 
tered, " EiJi echter Engldnder," — "A thorough Englishman ; 
always eating." I could not resist the temptation to assure 
him that 1 was perfectly aware of his flattering impression in 
my behalf ; though I had speedily to regret my precipitancy, 
for, less mindful of the rebuke than pleased at finding 
some one who understood German, he drew his chair beside 
me and entered into conversation. 

Every one has surely felt, some time or other in life, the 
insufferable annoyance of having his thoughts and reflections 
interfered with and broken in upon by the vulgar imperti- 
nence and egotism of some " bore " who, mistaking your 
abstraction for attention, and your despair for delight, in- 
flicts upon you his whole life and adventures, when your 
own immediate destinies are perhaps vacillating in the 
scale. 

Such a doom was now mine I Occupied as I was by the 
hope of the future, and my fears lest any impediment to my 
escape should blast my prospects forever, I preferred ap- 
pearing to pay attention to this confounded fellow's " per- 
sonal narrative," lest his questions, turning on my own 
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affairs, might excite suspicions as to the reasons of my 
journey. 

I longed most ardently for the arrival of the diligence, 
trusting that, with true German thrift, my friend might 
prefer the cheapness of the interieur to the magnificence 
of the coupe, and that thus I should see no more of him. 
But in this pleasing hope I was destined to be disappointed, 
for I was scarcely seated in my place when I found him 
beside me. The third occupant of this " privileged den," 
as well as my lamp-light survey of him permitted, afforded 
nothing to build on as a compensation for the German. He 
was a tall, lanky, lantern-jawed man, with a hook nose and 
projecting chin ; his hair, which had only been permitted to 
grow very lately, formed that curve upon his forehead we 
see in certain old-fashioned horse-shoe wigs ; his compressed 
lip and hard features gave the expression of one who had 
seen a good deal of the world, and did n*t think the better 
of it in consequence. I observed that he listened to the 
few words we spoke while getting in with some attention, 
and then, like a person who did not comprehend the 
language, turned his shoulder towards us and soon fell 
asleep. 1 was now left to the " tender mercies " of my 
talkative companion, who certainly spared me not. Not- 
withstanding my vigorous resolves to turn a deaf ear to his 
narratives, I could not avoid learning that he was the 
director of music to some German prince ; that he had been 
to Paris to bring out an opera, which, having, as he said, an 
" immense success," he was about to repeat in Strasburg. 
He further informed me that a depuU from Alsace had 
obtained for him a government permission to travel with 
the courier ; but that he, being "social " withal, and noways 
proud, preferred the democracy of the diligence to the 
solitary grandeur of the caliche (for which Heaven con- 
found him !), and thus became my present companion. 

Music in all its shapes and forms made up the staple of 
the little man's talk. There was scarcely an opera or an 
overture, from Mozart to Donizetti, that he did not insist 
upon singing a scene from ; and wound up all by a very 
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pathetic lamentation over English insensibility to music, 
which he in great part attributed to our having only one 
opera, which he kindly informed me was ^' Bob et Joan." 
However indisposed to check the current of his loquacity 
by any effort of mine, I could not avoid the temptation to 
translate for him a story which Sir Walter Scott once re- 
lated to me, and which was so far a propos as conveying my 
own sense \)f the merits of our national music, such as we 
have it, by its associations with scenes and persons and 
places we are all familiar with, however unintelligible to 
the ear of a stranger. 

A young French vicomte was fortunate enough to obtain 
in marriage the hand of a singularly pretty Scotch heiress 
of an ancient family and good fortune, who, amongst her 
other endowments, possessed a large old-fashioned house in 
a remote district of the Highlands, where her ancestors 
had resided for centuries. Thither the young couple re- 
paired to pass the honeymoon ; the enamoured bridegroom 
gladly availing himself of the opportunity to ingratiate 
himself with his new connection by adopting the reclusion 
he saw practised by the English on such occasions. How- 
ever consonant to our notions of happiness, and however 
conducive to our enjoyment this custom be, — and I have 
strong doubts upon the subject, — it certainly prospered ill 
with the volatile Frenchman, who pined for Paris, its cafisy 
its boulevards, its maisons dejeuy and its soirees. His days 
were passed in looking from the deep and narrow windows 
of some oak-framed room upon the bare and heath-clad 
moors, or watching the cloud shadows as they passed across 
the dark pine-trees that closed the distance. 

Bored to death, and convinced that he had sacrificed 
enough, and more than enough, to the barbarism which 
demanded such a sejour, he was sitting one evening listlessly 
upon the terrace in front of the house, plotting a speedy 
escape from his gloomy abode, and meditating upon the 
life of pleasure that awaited him, when the discordant 
twang of some savage music broke upon his ear and roused 
him from his revery. The wild scream and fitful burst of 
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a Highland pibroch is certainly not the most likely thing 
in nature to allay the irritable and ru£9ed feelings of an 
irascible person, — unless, perhaps, the hearer eschew 
breeches. So thought the vicomte. He started hurriedly 
up, and straight before him, up the gravel walk, beheld the 
stalwart figure and bony frame of an old Highlander, blow- 
ing, with all his lungs, the "Gathering of the Clans." 
With all the speed he could muster he rushed into the 
house, and calling his servants, ordered them to expel the 
intruder and drive him at once outside the demesne. When 
the mandate was made known to the old piper, it was with 
the greatest difficulty he could be brought to comprehend 
it ; for, time out of mind, his approach had been Hailed with 
every demonstration of rejoicing, and now — But no, the 
thing was impossible ; there must be a mistake somewhere. 
He was accordingly about to recommence, when a second 
and stronger hint suggested to him that it were safer to 
depart. '< Maybe the carl didna like the pipes," said the 
Highlander, musingly, as he packed them up for his march ; 
'' maybe he didna like me ; perhaps, too, he was na in the 
humor for music." He paused for an instant, as if reflect- 
ing, — not satisfied, probably, that he had hit upon the 
true solution, — when suddenly his eye brightened, his lips 
curled, and fixing a look upon the angry Frenchman, he 
said: "Maybe ye are right enow, — he heard them ower 
muckle in Waterloo to like the skirl o' them ever since ; " 
with which satisfactory explanation, made in no spirit of 
bitterness or raillery, but in the simple belief that he had 
hit the mark of the vicomte's antipathy, the old man 
gathered up his plaid and departed. 

However disposed I might have felt towards sleep, the 
little German resolved I should not obtain any ; for when, 
half an hour together, I would preserve a rigid silence, he, 
nowise daunted, had recourse to some German Liedy which 
he gave forth with an energy of voice and manner that 
must have aroused every sleeper in the diligence ; so that, 
fain to avoid this, I did my best to keep him on the subject 
of his adventures, which, as a man of successful gallantry, 
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were manifold indeed. Wearying, at last, even of this 
subordinate part, I fell into a kind of half-doze, the words 
of a student-song he continued to sing without ceasing for 
above an hour being the last waking thought on my 
memory. 

Less as a souvenir of the singer than a specimen of its 
class, I give here a rough translation of the well-known 
Burschen melody called — 

THE POPE. 

The Pope he leads a happy life, — 
He fears not married care nor strife ; 
He drinks the best of Rhenish wine : 
I would the Pope's gay lot were mine ! 

CHORUS. 

He drinks the best of RheniBh wine : 
I would the Pope's gay lot were mine. 

II. 

Bat then all happy 's not his life, ^ 
He has not maid, nor blooming wife, 
Nor child has he to ndse his hope : 
I would not wish to be the Pope. 

III. 

The Sultan better pleases me, — 

His is a life of jollity ; 

His wives are many as he will : 

I would the Saltan's throne then fill. 

IV. 

But even he 's a wretched man, — 
He mu8t obey his Alcoran, 
And dares not drink one drop of wine : 
I would not change his lot for mine. 
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V. 



So then I '11 hold my lowly stand, 
And live in German Vaterland ; 
I '11 kisB my maiden fair and fine, 
And drink the l)est of Rhenish wine. 



VI. 



Whene'er my maiden kines me, 
1 11 think that I the Saltan be ; 
And when my cheery glass I tope» 
I '11 fancy then I am the Pope. 



4 ~ 



CHAPTER XX. 

THE JOURNEY. 

It was with a feeling of pleasure I cannot explain that 
I awoke in the morning and found myself upon the road. 
The turmoil, the hustle, the never-ending difficulties of my 
late life in Paris had so over-excited and worried me that I 
could neither think nor reflect. Now, all these cares and 
troubles were behind me, and I felt like a liberated prisoner 
as I looked upon the gray dawn of the coming day as it 
gradually melted from its dull and leaden tint to the pink 
and yellow hue of the rising sun. The broad and richly 
colored plains of la belle France were before me, — and it is 
la belle France, however inferior to parts of England in 
rural beauty, — the large tracts of waving yellow corn, 
undulating like a sea in the morning breeze, the intermina- 
ble reaches of forest, upon which the shadows played and 
flitted, deepening the effect and mellowing the mass as we 
see them in Ruysdael's pictures, while now and then some 
tall-gabled, antiquated ch&teau, with its mutilated terrace 
and dowager-like air of bygone grandeur, would peep forth 
at the end of some long avenue of lime-trees, all having 
their own features of beauty, and a beauty with which every 
object around harmonizes well. The sluggish peasant, in 
his blouse and striped nightcap ; the heavily caparisoned 
horse, shaking his head amidst a Babel-tower of gaudy 
worsted tassels and brass bells; the deeply laden wagon 
creeping slowly along, — are all in keeping with a scene 
where the very mist that rises from the valley seems indo- 
lent and lazy, and unwilling to impart the rich perfume of 
verdure with which it is loaded. Every land has its own 
peculiar character of beauty. The glaciered mountain, the 
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Alpine peak, the dashing cataracts of Switzerland and the 
Tyrol, are not finer in their way than the long, flat moor- 
lands of a Flemish landscape, with its clump of stunted 
willows clustering over some limpid brook, in which the 
oxen are standing for shelter from the noon-day heat, while, 
lower down, some rude water-wheel is mingling its sounds 
with the summer bees and the merry voices of the miller 
and his companions. 

So strayed my thoughts as the German shook me by the 
arm, and asked if I were not ready for my breakfast ? 
Luckily, to this question there is rarely but the one answer. 
Who is not ready for his breakfast when on the road? 
How delightful, if on the Continent, to escape from the 
narrow limits of the dungeon-like diligence, where you sit 
with your knees next your collar-bone, fainting with heat 
and suffocated by dust, and to find yourself suddenly beside 
the tempting plats of a little French dejeuner, with its 
cutlets, its fried flsh, its patUet, its salads, and its little 
entree of fruit, tempered with a not despicable bottle of 
Beaune. If in England, the exchange is nearly as grateful ; 
for though our travelling be better, and our position less 
irksome, still it is no small alteration from the stage-coach 
to the inn parlor, redolent of aromatic black tea, eggs, and 
hot toast, with a hospitable sideboard of lordly sirloins 
and York hams that would make a Jew's mouth water. 
While in America the change is greatest of all, as any one 
can vouch for who has been suddenly emancipated from 
the stove-heat of a " nine-inside " leathern " conveniency," 
bumping ten miles an hour over a corduroy road, the 
company smoking, if not worse, to the ample display of 
luxurious viands displayed upon the breakfast-table, where, 
what with buffalo steaks, pumpkin pie, " chicken fixings," 
and other aristocratically called temptations, he must be 
indeed fastidious who cannot employ his half-hour. Pity 
it is, when there is so much good to eat, that people will 
not partake of it like civilized beings and with that air of 
cheerful thankfulness that all other nations more or less 
express when enjoying the earth's bounties. But true it is 
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that there is a spirit of discontent in the Yankee that seems 
to accept of benefits with a tone of dissatisfaction, if not 
distrust. I once made this remark to an excellent friend of 
mine, now no more, who, however, would not permit of my 
attributing this feature to the Americans ezclusivelj, 
adding, "Where have you more of this than in Ireland ? 
And surely you would not call the Irish ungrateful?" 
He illustrated his first remark by the following short 
anecdote : — 

The rector of the parish my friend lived in was a man 
who added to the income he derived from his living a very 
handsome private fortune, which he devoted entirely to the 
benefit of the poor around him. Among the objects of his 
bounty one old woman — a childless widow — was remarka- 
bly distinguished. Whether commiserating her utter help- 
lessness or her complete isolation, he went farther to 
relieve her than to many, if not all, the other poor. She 
frequently was in the habit of pleading her poverty as a 
reason for not appearing in church among her neighbors ; 
and he gladly seized an opportunity of so improving her 
condition that on this score, at least, no impediment existed. 
When all his little plans for her comfort had been carried 
into execution, he took the opportunity one day of drop- 
ping in, as if accidentally, to speak to her. By degrees he 
led the subject to her changed condition in life, — the altera- 
tion from a cold, damp, smoky hovel to a warm, clean, slated 
house; the cheerful garden before the door that replaced 
the mud-heap and the duck-pool ; and all the other happy 
changes which a few weeks had effected. And he then 
asked, did she not feel grateful to a bountiful Providence 
that had showered down so many blessings upon her head ? 

" Ah, troth ! it 's thrue for yer honor, 1 am grateful," she 
replied, in a whining, discordant tone, which astonished the 
worthy parson. 

" Of course you are, my good woman, of course you are ; 
but I mean to sa}^ don't you feel that every moment you 
live is too short to express your thankfulness to this kind 
Providence for what he has done ? " 
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"Ah, darlin'I it's all thrue; he's very good, he's 
mighty kind, so he is." 

" Why, then, not acknowledge it in a different manner ? " 
said the parson, with some heat. " Has he not housed you 
and fed you and clothed you ? " 

** Yes, alanah, he done it all." 

** Well, where is your gratitude for all those mercies ? " 

"Ah! sure, if he did," said the old crone, roused at 
length by the importunity of the questioner, — " sure, if 
he did, does n't lie take it out o' me in the corns ? " 



CHAPTER XXL 

A BEMIXISCENCE OF THE EAST. 

The breakfast-table assembled'around it the three genera- 
tions of men who issued from the three subdivisions of the 
diligence, and presented that motley and mixed assemblage 
of ranks, ages, and countries which forms so very amusing 
a part of a traveller's experience. 

First came the haute aristocratie of the coupe, then the 
middle class of the mterieur, and las^y, the tiers etat of the 
rotande, with its melange of Jew money-lenders, under- 
officers and their wives, a Norman nurse with a high cap 
and a red jupe ; while, to close the procession, a German 
student descended from the roof, with a beard, a blouse, and 
a meerschaum. Of such materials was our party made up ; 
and yet, differing in all 'our objects and interests, we 
speedily amalgamated into a very social state of intimacy, 
and chatted away over our bre^fast with much good hu- 
mor and gayety, each person of the number seeming 
pleased at the momentary opportunity of finding a new 
listener, save my tall companion of the coup4. He pre- 
served a dogged silence, unbroken by even a chance expres- 
sion to the waiter, who observed his wants and supplied 
them by a species of quick instinct evidently acquired by 
practice. As I could not help feeling somewhat interested 
about the hermit-like attachment he evinced for solitude, I 
watched him narrowly for some time, and at length, as the 
roti made its appearance before him, after he had helped 
himself and tasted it, he caught my eye fixed upon him, 
and looking at me intently for a few seconds, he seemed to 
be satisfied in some passing doubt he labored under, as he 
said, with a most peculiar shake of the head : " No mangez, 
no niangez cela^ 
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" Ah ! " said I, detecting in my friend's French his Eng- 
lish origin, " you are an Englishman, I find." 

" The devil a doubt of it, darling," said he half testily. 

" An Irishman too, — still better," said I. 

"Why, then, isn't it strange that my French always 
show me to be English, and my English proves me Irish ? 
It 's lucky for me there 's no going farther, anyhow." 

Delighted to have thus fallen upon a "character," as the 
Irishman evidently appeared, I moved my chair towards 
his ; finding, however, he was not half pleased at the man- 
ner in which my acquaintance had been made with him, 
and knowing his country's susceptibility of being taken by 
a story, I resolved to make my advances by narrating a cir- 
cumstance which had once befallen me in my early life. 

Our countrymen, English and Irish, travel so much now- 
adays that one ought never to feel surprised at finding them 
anywhere. The instance I am about to relate will verify to 
a certain extent the fact, by showing that no situation is too 
odd or too unlikely to be within the verge of calculation. 

When the 10th Foot, to which I then belonged, were at 
Corfu, I obtained, with three other officers, a short leave of 
absence to make a hurried tour of the Morea and take a 
passing glance at Constantinople, — in those days much less 
frequently visited by travellers than at present. 

After rambling pleasantly about for some weeks, we were 
about to return, when we determined that before sailing we 
would accept an invitation some officers of the "Blazer" 
frigate, then stationed here, had given us to pass a day at 
Pera and picnic on the mountain. 

One fine bright morning was therefore selected, a most 
appetizing little dinner being carefully packed up, and we 
set out, a party of fourteen, upon our excursion. 

The weather was glorious, and the scene far finer than 
any of us had anticipated, — the view from the mountain 
extending over the entire city, gorgeous in the rich coloring 
of its domes and minarets ; while at one side the Golden 
Horn was visible, crowded with ships of every nation, and 
at the other a glimpse might be had of the Sea of Marmora, 
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blue and tranquil as it lay beneath. The broad bosom of the 
Bosporus was sheeted out like a map before us, — peace- 
fuly yet bustling with life and animation. Here lay the 
Union-Jack of Old England, floating beside the lilies of 
France (we speak of times when lilies were, and barricades 
were not), the tall and taper spars of a Yankee frigate 
towering above the low timbers and heavy hull of a Dutch 
schooner, the gilded poop and carved galleries of^a Turkish 
three-decker anchored beside the raking mast and curved 
deck of a suspicious-looking craft, whose red-capped, dark- 
visaged crew needed not the naked creese at their sides to 
bespeak them Malays. The whole was redolent of life, and 
teeming with food for one's fancy to conjure from. 

While we were debating upon the choice of a spot for 
our luncheon which should command the chief points of 
view within our reach, one of the party came to inform us 
that he had just discovered the very thing we were in 
search of. It was a small kiosk, built u]>on a projecting 
rock that looked down upon the Bosporus and the city, 
and had evidently, from the extended views it presented, 
been selected as the spot to build upon. The building itself 
was a small octagon, open on every side, and presenting a 
series of prospects, land and seaward, of the most varied 
and magnificent kind. 

Seeing no one near, nor any trace of habitation, we re- 
solved to avail ourselves of the good tast.e of the founder ; 
and spreading out the contents of our hampers, proceeded 
to discuss a most excellent cold dinner. When the good 
things had disappeared, and the wine begun to circulate, 
one of the i)arty observed that we should not think of en- 
joying ourselves before we had filled a bumper to the brim 
to the health of our good king, whose birthday it chanced 
to be. Our homeward thoughts and loyalty uniting, we 
filled our pjlasses and gave so hearty a "hip, hip, hurrah" 
to our toast that I doubt if the echoes of those old rocks 
ever heard the equal of it. 

Scarcely was the last cheer dying away in the distance, 
when the door of the kiosk opened, and a negro, dressed in 
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white musliny appeared, his arms and ankles bearing those 
huge rings of massive gold which only persons of rank dis- 
tinguish their servants by. 

After a most profound obeisance to the party, he ex- 
plained, in very tolerable French, that his master, the 
Etf endi Ben Mustapha Al Halak, at whose charge (in house- 
rent) we were then feasting, sent us greeting, and begged 
that if not considered as contrary to our usage, etc., we 
should permit him and his suite to approach the kiosk and 
observe us at our meal. 

Independent of his politeness in the mode of conveying 
the request, as he would prove fully as entertaining a sight 
to us as «;« could possibly be to him, we immediately 
expressed our great willingness to receive his visit, coupled 
with a half-hint that perhaps he might honor us by joining 
the {>arty. 

After a half-hour's delay the door was once more thrown 
open, and a venerable old Turk entered. He salaamed 
three times most reverently, and motioned to us to be 
seated, declining at the same time, by a gentle gesture of 
his hand, our invitation. He was followed by a train of 
six persons, all splendidly attired, and attesting, by their 
costume and manner, the rank and importance of their 
chief. Conceiving that his visit had but one object^ — to 
observe our convivial customs, — we immediately re-seated 
ourselves and filled our glasses. 

As one after another the officers of the Effendi's house- 
hold passed round the apartments, we offered them a goblet 
of champagne, which the}' severally declined with a polite 
but solemn smile, — all except one, a large, savage-looking 
Turk, with a most ferocious scowl and the largest black 
beard I ever beheld. He did not content himself .with a 
mute refusal of our offer, but stopping suddenly, he raised 
up his hands above his head and muttered some words in 
Turkish, which one of the party informed us was a very 
satisfactory recommendation of the whole company to Satan 
for their heretic abomination. 

The procession moved slowly round the room, and when 
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it reached the door again, retired, each member of it 
salaaming three times as he had done on entering. Scarcely 
had they gone, when we burst into a loud fit of laughter at 
the savage-looking fellow who thought proper to excommu- 
nicate us, and were about to discuss his more than common 
appearance of disgust at our proceedings, when again the 
door opened, and a turbaned head peeped in ; but so altered 
were the features that although seen but the moment before, 
we could hardly believe them the same. The dark com- 
plexion, the long and bushy beard were there ; but instead 
of the sleepy and solemn character of the Oriental, with 
heavy eye and closed lip, there was a droll half-devilry ia 
the look and partly open mouth that made a most laughable 
contrast with the head-dress. He looked stealthily around 
him for an instant, as if to see that all was right, and then, 
with an accent and expression I shall never forget, «aid, 
^^ I'll taste your winCy gentlemen, av it be pleasing to y«." 



CHAPTEE XXIL 

A DAT IN THE PHCEXIX. 

When we were once more in the coupe of the diligence, 
I directed my entire attention towards my Irish acquain- 
tance, as well because of his apparent singularity, as to 
avoid the little German in the opposite corner. 

<<You have not been long in France, then, sir," said I, as 
we resumed our conversation. 

" Three weeks ; and it seems like three years to me, — 
nothing to eat, nothing to drink, and nobody to speak to. 
But I '11 go back soon ; I oply came abroad for a month." 

" You '11 scarcely see much of the Continent in so short a 
time." 

" Devil a much that will grieve me ; I did n't come to see 
it" 

" Indeed I " 

" Nothing of the kind ; I only came — to be away from 
home." 

" Oh ! I perceive." 

" You 're quite out there," said my companion, misinter- 
preting my meaning. " It was n't anything of that kind. 
I don't owe sixpence. I was laughed out of Ireland,— 
that 's all ; though that same is bad enough." 

" Laughed out of it ? " 

" Just so ; and little you know of Ireland if that surprises 
you." 

After acknowledging that such an event was perfectly 
possible, from what I myself had seen of that country, 
I obtained the following very brief account of my com- 
panion's reasons for foreign travel. 
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" Well, sir," began he, " it is about four months since I 
brought up to Dublin from Galway a little chestnut mare, 
with cropped ears and a short tail, square-jointed, and 
rather low, — just what you 'd call a smart hack for going 
to cover with; a lively thing on the road with a light 
weight. Nobody ever suspected that she was a clean-bred 
thing, — own sister to Jenny, that won the Corinthians, and 
ran second to Giles for the Eiddlesworth ; but so she was, 
and a better-bred mare never leaped the pound in Ballin- 
asloe. Well, I brought her to Dublin, and used to ride her 
out two or three times a week, making little matches some- 
times to trol, — and for a thoroughbred she was a clipper 
at trotting, — to trot a mile or so on the grass ; another day 
to gallop the length of the Nine Acres opposite the Lodge ; 
and then sometimes back her for a ten-pound note to jump 
the biggest furze-bush that could be found, — all of which 
she could do with ease, nobody thinking, all the while, that 
the cock-tailed pony was by Scroggins, out of a *Lami)- 
lighter mare/ As every fellow that was beat to-day was 
sure to come back to-morrow with something better, either 
of his own or a friend's, I had matches booked for every 
day in the week; for I always made my little boy, that 
rode, win by half a neck or a nostril, and so we kept on 
day after day pocketing from ten to thirty pounds or 
thereabouts. It was mighty pleasant while it lasted, for 
besides winning the money, I had my own fun laughing at 
the spoon ies that never could book my bets fast enough, — 
young infantry officers and the Junior Bar ; they were for 
the most part mighty nice .to look at, but very raw about 
racing. How long I might have gone on in this way, I 
cannot say ; but otie morning I fell in with a fat, elderly 
gentleman in shorts and gaiters, mounted on a dun cob 
pony th[it was very fidgety and hot-tempered, and appeared 
to give the rider a great deal of uneasiness. 

" ^ He 's a spicy hack you 're on, sir,' said I, * and has a 
go in him, I '11 be bound.' 

" * I rayther think he has,' said the old gentleman, half 
testily. 
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«' And can trot a bit too ? ' 

" ' Twelve Irish miles in fifty minutes, with my weight. 
Here he looked down at a paunch like a sugar hogshead. 

" ^ Maybe he 's not bad across a country/ said I, rather to 
humor the old fellow, who, I saw, was proud of his pony. 

<< ' I 'd like to see his match, that 's all.' Here he gave a 
rather contemptuous glance at my hack. 

*' Well, one word led to another, and it ended at last in 
our booking a match, with which one party was no less 
pleased than the other. It was this : each was to ride his 
own horse, starting from the school in the Park, round the 
Fifteen Acres, outside the Monument, and back to the start, 
— just one heat, about a mile and a half ; the ground good, 
and only soft enough. In consideration, however, of his 
greater weight, I was to give odds, in the start ; and as we 
could not well agree on how much, it was at length decided 
that he was to get away first, and I to follow as fast as I 
could, after drinking a pewter quart full of Guinness's 
double stout, — droll odds, you '11 say ; but it was the old 
fellow's own thought, and as the match was a soft one, I let 
him have his way. 

'' The next morning the Phoenix was crowded as if for a 
review. There were all the Dublin notorieties swarming in 
barouches and tilburies and outside jaunting-cars; smart 
clerks in the Post-office, mounted upon kicking devils from 
Dycer's and Lalouette's stables ; attorneys' wives and 
daughters from York Street ; and a stray doctor or so on a 
hack that looked as if it had been lectured on for the six 
winter months at the College of Surgeons. My antagonist 
was half an hour late, which time I occupied in booking 
bets on every side of me, — offering odds of ten, fifteen, and 
at last, to tempt the people, twenty-five to one against the 
dun. At last the f<at gentleman came up on a jaunting-car, 
followed by a groom leading the cob. I wish you had heard 
the cheer that greeted him on his arrival, for it appeared he 
was a well-known character in town, and much in favor 
with the mob. When he got off the car he bundled into a 
tent, followed by a few of his friends, where they remained 
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for about five mioutes, at the end of which he came out in 
full racing costume^ — blue and yellow-striped jacket, blue 
cap, and leathers, — looking as funny a figure as ever you 
set eyes upon. I now thought it time to throw off my 
white surtout and show out in pink-and-orange, — the 
colors I had been winning in for two months past. While 
some of the party were sent on to station themselves at 
different places round the Fifteen Acres, to mark out the 
course, my fat friend was assisted into his saddle, and gave 
a short preliminary gallop of a hundred yards or so that set 
us all a laughing. The odds were now fifty to one in my 
favor, and I gave them wherever I could fiind takers. 
* With you, sir, if you please, in i)ound8, and the gentleman 
in the red whiskers too, if he likes, — very well, in half- 
sovereigns, if you prefer it.' So 1 went on, betting on 
every side, till the bell rang to mount. As I knew I had 
plenty of time to spare, I took little notice, and merely 
giving a look to my girths, I continued leisurely booking 
my bets. At last the time came, and at the word ' Away ! ' 
off went the fat gentleman on the dun at a spluttering 
gallop that flung the mud on every side of us, and once 
more threw us all a laughing. I waited patiently till he 
got near the upper end of the park, taking bets every 
minute ; now that he was away, every one offered to wager. 
At last, when I had let him get nearly half round, and 
found no more money could be had, I called out to his 
friends for the porter, and throwing myself into the saddle, 
gathered up the reins in my hand. The crowd fell back on 
each side, while from the tent I have already mentioned, 
out came a thin fellow with one eye, with a pewter quart 
in his hand. He lifted it up towards me, and I took it ; 
but what was my fright to find that the porter was boiling, 
and the vessel so hot I could barely hold it. I endeavored 
to drink, however ; the first mouthful took all the skin off 
my lips and tongue, the second half choked, and the third 
nearly threw me into an apoplectic fit, the mob cheering all 
the time like devils. Meantime the old fellow had reached 
the furze, and was going along like fun. Again I tried the 
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porter, and a lit of coughing came on which lasted five 
minutes. The pewter was so hot that the edge of the 
quart took away a piece of my mouth at every effort. I 
ventured once more, and with the desperation of a madman 
I threw down the hot liquid to its last drop. My head 
reeled, my eyes glared, and my brain was on fire. I 
thought I beheld fifty fat gentlemen riding on every side of 
me, and all the sky raining jackets in blue and 3'ellow. 
Half mechanically I took the reins and put spurs to my 
horse ; but before I got well away, a loud cheer from the 
crowd assailed me. I turned, and saw the dun coming in 
at a floundering gallop, covered with foam, and so dead 
blown that neither himself nor the rider could have got 
twenty yards farther. The race was, however, won. My 
odds were lost to every man on the field, and, worse than 
all, I was so laughed at that I could not venture out in the 
streets without hearing allusions to my misfortune ; for a 
certain friend of mine, one Tom O'Flaherty — " 

" Tom, of the 11th Light Dragoons ? " 

" The same ; you know Tom, then ? Maybe you have 
heard him mention me, — Maurice Malone ? " 

" Not Mr. Malone, of Fort Peak ? " 

" Bad luck to him ! I am as well known in connection 
with Fort Peak as the Duke is with Waterloo. There is 
not a part of the globe where he has not told that con- 
founded story ! " 

As my readers may not possibly be all numbered in Mr. 
O'Flaherty's acquaintance, I shall venture to give the 
anecdote which Mr. Malone accounted to be so widely 
circulated. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

AN ADVENTUBE IN CANADA. 

Towards the close of the last war with America a small 
detachment of military occupied the little block-house of 
Fort Peak, which, about eight miles from the Falls of Xi- 
agara^ formed the last outpost on the frontier. The fort, in 
itself inconsiderable, was only of importance as command* 
ing a part of the river where it was practicable to ford, and 
where the easy ascent of the bank offered a safe situation 
for the enemy to cross over whenever they felt disposed to 
carry the war into our territory. 

There having been, however, no threat of invasion in this 
quarter, and the natural strength of the position being con- 
siderable, a mere handful of men, with two subaltern of- 
ficers, were allotted for this duty, — such being conceived 
ample to maintain it till the arrival of succor from head- 
quarters, then at Little York, on the opposite side of the 
lake. The officers of this party were our old acquaintance 
Tom O'Flaherty and our newly made one, Maurice Malone. 

Whatever may be the merits of commanding officers, one 
virtue they certainly can lay small claim to ; namely, any 
insight into character, or at least any regard for the knowl- 
edge. Seldom are two men sent off on detachment duty to 
some remote quarter, to associate daily and hourly for 
months together, that they are not, by some happy chance, 
the very people who never, as the phrase is, *'took to each 
other" in their lives. The gray-headed, weather-beaten, 
disappointed " Peninsular " is coupled with the essenced and 
dandified Adonis of the corps ; the man of literary tastes 
and cultivated pursuits with the empty-headed, ill-formed 
youth fresh from Harrow or Westminster. This case of- 
fered no exception to the rule ; for though there were few 
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men possessed of more assimilating powers than (^Flaherty, 
yet certainly his companion did put the faculty to the test, 
for anything more unlike him there never existed. Tom, 
all good-humor and high spirits, making the best of every- 
thing, never nonplussed, never taken aback, perfectly at 
home, whether flirting with a Lady Charlotte in her draw- 
ing-room, or crossing a grouse-mountain in the Highlands, 
sufficiently well read to talk on any ordinary topic, and 
always ready-witted enough to seem more so ; a thorough 
sportsman, whether showing forth in his ^' pink " at Melton, 
whipping a trout-stream in Wales, or filling a country-house 
with black-cock and moor-fowl ; an unexceptionable judge of 
all the good things in life, from a pretty ankle to a well-hung 
tilbury, — from the odds at hazard to the " Comet vintage." 
Such, in brief, was Tom. Now, his wnfr^re was none of 
these ; he had been drafted from the Galway militia to the 
line for some election services rendered by his family to 
the Government candidate ; was of a saturnine and discon- 
tented habit, always miserable about some trifle or other, 
and never at rest till he had drowned his sorrows in Ja- 
maica rum, which, since the regiment was abroad, he had 
/ coi)iously used as a substitute for whiskey. To such an ex- 
tent had this passion gained upon him that a corporal's 
guard was always in attendance whenever he dined out, to 
convey him home to the barracks. 

The wearisome monotony of a close garrison, with so un- 
genial a companion, would have damped any man's spirits 
but O'Flaherty's. He, however, upon this, as other occa- 
sions in life, rallied himself to make the best of it ; and by 
short excursions within certain prescribed limits along the 
river side, contrived to shoot and fish enough to get 
through the day and improve the meagre fare of his mess- 
table. Malone never appeared before dinner, — his late 
sittings at night requiring all the following day to recruit 
him from a new attack upon the rum-bottle. 

Now, although his seeing so little of his brother officer 
was anything but unpleasant to O'Flaherty, yet the ennui 
of such a life was gradually wearing him, and all his wits 
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were put in requisition to furnish occupation for his time. 
Never a day passed without his praying ardently for an 
attack from the enemy ; any alternative, any reverse, had 
been a blessing compared with his present life. Ko such 
spirit, however, seemed to animate the Yankee troops ; not 
a soldier was to be seen for miles around^ and every 
straggler that passed the Fort concurred in saying that 
the Americans were not within four days' march of the 
frontier. 

Weeks passed over, and the same state of things remain* 
ing unchanged, O'Flaherty gradually relaxed some of his 
strictness as to duty ; small foraging parties of three and 
four being daily permitted to leave the Fort for a few hours, 
to which they usually returned laden with wild turkeys and 
fish, both being found in great abundance near them. 

Such was the life of the little garrison for two or three 
long summer months, each day so resembling its fellow 
that no difference could be found. 

As to how the war was faring, or what the aspect of af- 
fairs might be, they absolutely knew nothing. Newspapers 
never reached them ; and whether from having so much 
occupation at headquarters, or that the difficulty of sending 
letters prevented, their friends never wrote a line; and 
thus they jogged on a very vegetable existence, till thought 
at last was stagnating in their brains, and O'Flaherty half 
envied his companion's resource in the spirit-flask. 

Such was the state of affairs at the Fort, when one even^ 
ing O'Flaherty appeared to pace the little rampart that 
looked towards Lake Ontario, with an appearance of anxiety 
and impatience strangely at variance with his daily phleg- 
matic look. It seemed that the corporal's party he had 
despatched that morning to forage near the Falls had not 
returned, and already were four hours later than their 
time away. 

Every imaginable mode of accounting for their absence 
suggested itself to his mind. Sometimes he feared that 
they had been attacked by the Indian hunters, who were 
far from favorably disposed towards their poaching neigh- 
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bors. Then, again, it might be merely that they had missed 
their track in the forest ; or could it be that they had 
ventured to reach Goat Island in a canoe, and had been 
carried down the rapids ? Such were the torturing doubts 
that passed, as some shrill squirrel or hoarse night-owl 
pierced the air with a cry, and then all was silent again. 
While thus the hours went slowly by, his attention was 
attracted by a bright light in the sky. It appeared as if 
part of the heavens were reflecting some strong glare from 
beneath, for as he looked, the light, at first pale and color- 
less, gradually deepened into a rich mellow hue, and at 
length, through the murky blackness of the night, a strong, 
clear current of flame rose steadily upwards from the earth 
and pointed towards the sky. From the direction, it must 
have been either at the Falls or immediately near them ; 
and now the horrible conviction flashed upon his mind that 
the party had been waylaid by the Indians, who were, as is 
their custom, making a war-feast over their victims. 

Not an instant was to be lost. The little garrison beat to 
arms; and as the men fell in, O'Flaherty cast his eyes 
around, while he selected a few brave fellows to accompany 
him. Scarcely had the men fallen out from the ranks, when 
the sentinel at the gate was challenged by a well-known 
voice, and in a moment more the corporal of the foraging 
party was among them. Fatigue and exhaustion had so 
overcome him that for some minutes he was speechless. 
At length he recovered sufficiently to give the following 
brief account: — 

The little party, having obtained their supply of venison 
above Queenston, were returning to the Fort, when they 
suddenly came upon a track of feet, and little experience 
in forest life soon proved that some new arrivals had 
reached the hunting-grounds ; for on examining them closely, 
they proved neither to be Indian tracks, nor yet those 
made by the shoes of the Fort party. Proceeding with 
caution to track them backwards for three or four miles, 
they reached the bank of the Niagara River above the 
whirlpools, where the crossing is most easily effected from 
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the American side. The mystery was at once explained, — 
it was a surprise party of the Yankees, sent to attack Fort 
Peak; and now the only thing to be done was to hasten 
back immediately to their friends and prepare for their 
reception. 

With this intent they took the river path, as the shortest, 
but had not proceeded far wlieu their fears were confirmed ; 
for in a little embayment of the bank they perceived a 
party of twenty blue coats, who, with their arms piled, 
were lying around as if waiting for the hour of attack. The 
sight of this party added greatly to their alarm, for they 
now perceived that the Americans had divided their force, 
— the foot-tracks first seen being evidently those of an- 
other division. As the corporal and his few men con- 
tinued, from the low and thick brushwood, to make their 
reconnoissance of the enemy, they observed with delight 
that they were not regulars, but a militia force. With this 
one animating thought they again, with noiseless step, re- 
gained the forest and proceeded upon their way. Scarcely, 
however, had they marched a mile, when the soimd of 
voices and loud laughter apprised them that another party 
was near, which, as well as they could observe in the in- 
creasing gloom, was still larger than the former. They 
were now obliged to make a considerable circuit and ad- 
vance still deeper into the forest, their anxiety hourly 
increasing lest the enemy should reach the Fort before 
themselves. In this dilemma it was resolved that the 
party should separate, the corporal determining to proceed 
alone by the river bank, while the others, by a detour of some 
miles, should endeavor to learn the force of the Yankees, 
and as far as they could, their mode of attack. From that 
instant the corporal knew no more; for after two hours' 
weary exertion he reached the Fort, which, had it been but 
another mile distant, his strength had not held out for him 
to attain. 

However gladly poor O'Flaherty might have hailed such 
information under other circumstances, now it came like a 
thunderbolt upon him. Six of his small force were away, 
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— perhaps ere this made prisoners by the enemy, — the 
Yankees, as well as he could judge, were a numerous party, 

and he himself totally without a single adviser ; for Malone 
had diiieii, and was, therefore, by this time in that pleasing 
state of indifference in which he could only recognize an 
enemy iu the man that did not send round the decanter. 

lu the half-indulged hope tliat his state might permit 
some faint exercise ot the reasoning faculty, O'Flaherty 




walked towards the small den they had designated as the 
mess-room, in search of his brother-officer. 

As he entered the apartment, little disposed as he felt to 
mirth at such moment, the tableau before him was too 
ridiculous not to laugh at. At one side of the fireplaj^e sat 
Malone, his face florid with drinking, and his eyeballs pro- 
jecting. Upon his head wai* a small Indian skull-cap with 
two peacock's feathers, and a piece of scarlet cloth which 
hung down behind. In one hand he held a smoking goblet 
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of ram-punch, and in the other a long Indian Chibook pipe. 
Opposite to him, but squatted upon the floor, reposed a Red 
Indian that lived in the Fort as a guide, equally drunk, but 
preserving, even in his liquor, an impassive, grave aspect, 
strangely contrasting with the high excitement of Malone's 
face. The red man wore Malone's uniform coat, which he 
had put on back foremost, — his head-dress having, in all 
probability, been exchanged for it, as an amicable courtesy 
between the parties. There they sat, looking fixedly at 
each other; neither spoke, nor even smiled, — the rum- 
bottle, which at brief intervals passed from one to the 
other, maintained a friendly intercourse that each was 
content with. 

To the hearty tit of laughing of OTlaherty, Malone re- 
plied by a look of drunken defiance, and then nodded to his 
red friend, who returned the courtesy. As poor Tom left 
the room he saw that nothing was to be hoped for in this 
quarter, and determined to beat the garrison to arms with- 
out any further delay. Scarcely had he closed the door be- 
hind him, when a sudden thought flashed through his brain. 
He hesitated, walked forward a few paces, stopped again, 
and calling out to the corporal, said, — 

" You are certain they were militia ? " 

" Yes, sir ; quite sure." 

« Then, by Jove, I have it," cried OTlaherty. " If they 
should turn out to be the Buffalo Fencibles, we may get 
through this scrape better than I hoped for." 

" I believe you are right, sir ; for I heard one of the men 
as I passed observe, * What will they say in Buffalo when 
it 's over ? ' " 

" Send Mathers here, corporal ; and do you order four rank 
and file, with side-arms, to be in readiness immediately." 

" Mathers, you have heard the news," said O'Flaheriy, as 
the sergeant entered. ^ Can the Fort hold out against such 
a force as Jackson reports ? You doubt, — well, so do I ; 
so let 's see what 's to be done. Can you remember, was it 
not the Buffalo militia that were so tremendously thrashed 
by the Dela wares last autumn ? " 
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'' YeS; sir ; they chased them for two days and nights, and 
had they not reached the town of Buffalo, the Delawares 
would not have left a scalp in the regiment." 

" Can you recollect the chief's name, — it was Garran — 
something, eh ? " 

" Caudan-dacwagae." 

" Exactly. Where is he supposed to be now ? '* 

" Up in Detroit, sir, they say, but no one knows ; those 
fellows are here to-day, and there to-morrow." 

"Well then, sergeant, here's my plan." Saying these 
words, O'Flaherty proceeded to walk towards his quarters, 
accompanied by the sergeant, with whom he conversed for 
some time eagerly ; occasionally replying, as it appeared, to 
objections, and offering explanations as the other seemed 
to require them. The colloquy lasted half an hour; and 
although the veteran sergeant seemed difficult of convic- 
tion, it ended by his saying, as he left the room, — 

" Well, sir, as you say, it can only come to hard knocks 
at worst. Here goes. I '11 send off the scout party to make 
the fires and choose the men for the out-pickets, for no 
time is to be lost." 

In about an hour's time from the scene I have mentioned, 
a number of militia officers, of different grades, were seated 
round a bivouac tire upon the bank of the Niagara River. 
The conversation seemed of an angry nature, for the voices 
of the speakers were loud and irascible, and their gestures 
evidenced a stJite of high excitement. 

"I see," said one, who seemed the superior of the 
party, — "I see well where this will end. We shall have 
another Queenston affair, as we had last fall with the 
Delawares." 

"I only say," replied another, "that if you wish our men 
to stand fire to-morrow morning, the less you remind them 
of the Delawares the l)etter. What is that noise ? Is not 
that a drum beating ? " 

The party at these words sprang to their legs, and stood 
in an attitude of listening for some seconds. 

" Who goes there ?" sang out a sentinel from his post; 
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and then, after a moment's delay, added: ''Pass flag of 
truce to Major Brown's quarters." 

Scarcely were the words spoken, when three officers in 
scarlet, preceded by a drummer with a white flag, stood 
before the American party. 

"To whom may I address myself?" said one of the 
British, — who, I may inform my reader, en passant, was 
no other than O'Flaherty, — " to whom may I address my- 
self as the officer in command ? " 

" I am Major Brown," said a short, plethoric little man 
in a blue uniform and round hat. " And who are you ? " 

"Major O'Flaherty, of his Majesty's Fifth Foot," said 
Tom, with a very sonorous emphasis on each word, " the 
bearer of a flag of truce and an amicable proposition from 
Major-General Allen, commanding the garrison of Fort 
Peak." 

The Americans, who were evidently taken by surprise at 
their intentions of attack being known, were silent, while 
he continued : — 

" (xcntlemen, it may appear somewhat strange that a gar- 
rison possessing the natural strength of a powerful position, 
supplied with abundant ammunition and every muniment 
of war, should despatch a flag of truce on the eve of an 
attack in preference to waiting for the moment when a 
sharp and well-prepared reception might best attest its 
vigilance and discipline. But the reasons for this step are 
soon explained. In the first place, you intend a surprise. 
We have been long aware of your projected attack. Our 
spies have tracked you from your crossing the river above 
the whirlpool to your present position. Every man of your 
party is numbered by us, and, what is still more, numbered 
by our allies; yes, gentlemen, I must repeat it, * allies,' 
though as a Briton I blush at the word. Shame and dis- 
grace forever be that man's portion who first associated the 
honorable usages of war with the atrocious and bloody 
cnielties of the savage. Yet so it is ; the Delawares of the 
hills " — here the Yankees exchanged very peculiar looks — 
"have this morning arrived at Fort Peak with orders to 
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ravage the whole of your frontier, from Fort Creorge to 
Lake Erie. They brought us the information of your 
approach, and their chief is, while I speak, making an in- 
famous proposition, by which a price is to be paid for every 
scalp he produces in the morning. Now, .as the General 
cannot refuse to co-operate with the savages without com- 
promising himself with the commander-in-chief, neither can 
he accept of such assistance without some pangs of con- 
science, he has taken the only course open to him ; he has 
despatched myself and my brother officers here" — O'Fla- 
herty glanced at two privates dressed up in his regimentals 
— "to offer you terms — " 

O'Flaherty paused when he arrived thus far, expecting 
that the opposite party would make some reply ; but they 
continued silent, — when suddenly, from the dense forest, 
there rang forth a wild and savage yell that rose and fell 
several times, like the pibroch of the Highlander, and 
ended at last in a loud whoop that was echoed and re- 
echoed again and again for several seconds after. 

"Hark I" said OTlaherty, with an accent of horror. 
" Hark ! the war-cry of the Delawares ! The savages are 
eager for their prey. May it yet be time enough to res- 
cue you from such a fate ! Time presses. Our terms are 
these, — as they do not admit of discussion, and must be 
at once accepted or rejected, to your own ear alone can I 
impart them." 

Saying which, he took Major Brown aside, and walking 
apart from the others, led him, by slow steps, into the forest. 
While O'Flaherty continued to dilate upon the atrocities of 
Indian war and the revengeful character of the savages, he 
contrived to be always advancing towards the river side, 
till at length the glare of a fire was perceptible through the 
gloom. Major Brown stopped suddenly, and pointed in 
the direction of the flame. 

"It is the Indian picket," said CFlaherty, calmly; "and 
as the facts I have been detailing may be more palpable to 
your mind, you shall see them with your own eyes. Yes, 
I repeat it, you shall, through the cover of this brushi9(ood, 
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see Caudan-dacwagae himself; for lie is with them in 
person." 

As O'Flaherty said this, he led Major Brown, now speech- 
less with terror, behind a massive cork-tree, from which 
spot they could look down upon the river side, where in a 
small creek sat five or six persons in blankets and scarlet 
head-dresses, their faces streaked with patches of yellow 
and red paint, to which the glare of the tire lent fresh 
horror. In the midst sat one whose violent gestures and 
savage cries gave him the very appearance of a demon as 
he resisted with all his might the efforts of the others to 
restrain him, shouting like a maniac all the while, and 
struggling to rise. 

" It is the chief," said O'Flaherty ; " he will wait no 
longer. We have bribed the others to keep him quiet^ if 
possible, a little time ; but I see they cannot succeed." 

A loud yell of triumph from below interrupted Tom's 
speech, the infuriated savage — who was no other than Mr. 
Malone — having obtained the rum-bottle, for which he was 
tighting with all his might ; his temper not being improved 
in the struggle by occasional admonitions from the red end 
of a cigar applied to his nak'Cd skin by the other Indians, 
who were his own soldiers acting under O'Flaherty's 
orders. 

" Now," said Tom, " that you have convinced yourself, 
and can satisfy your brother officers, will you take your 
chance, or will you accept the honorable terms of the 
General, — pile your arms, and retreat beyond the river 
before daybreak ? Your muskets and ammunition will 
offer a bribe to the cupidity of the savage and delay his 
pursuit till you can reach some place of safety." 

Major Brown heard the proposal in silence, and at last 
determined upon consulting his brother officers. 

"I have outstayed my time," said O'Flaherty. "But 
stop : the lives of so many are at stake, I consent." Say- 
ing which, they walked on without speaking, till they 
arrived where the others were standing around the watch- 
fire^ 
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As Brown retired to consult with the officers, Tom heard 
with pleasure how much his two companions had worked 
upon the Yankees' fears during his absence, by details of 
the vindictive feelings of the Delawares, and their vows to 
annihilate the Buffalo militia. 

Before five minutes they had decided. Upon a solemn 
pledge from cyPlaherty that the terms of the compact were 
to be observed as he stated them, they agreed to march with 
their arms to the ford, where, having piled them, they were 
to cross over and make the best of their way home. 

By sunrise the next morning all that remained of the 
threatened attack on Fort Peak were the smouldering ashes 
of some wood fireSy eighty muskets piled in the fort, and the 
yellow ochre and red stripes that still adorned the coun- 
tenance of the late Indian chief, but now snoring Lieu- 
tenant — Maurice Malone. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 



THE COUBIEK's PASSPORT. 



A SECOND night succeeded to the long, drear}' day of 
the diligence, and the only agreeable reflection arose in 
the feeling that every mile travelled was diminishing the 
chance of pursuit and removing me still farther from that 
scene of trouble and annoyance that was soon to furnish 
gossip for Paris under the title of the " Affaire O^Learyy 

How he was ever to extricate himself from the numerous 
and embarrassing diificulties gave me, I confess, less uneasi- 
ness than the uncertainty of my own fortunes. Luck 
seemed ever to befriend him, — me it had always accom- 
panied far enough through life to make its subsequent 
desertion more paiuful. How far I should blame myself for 
this, I stopped not to consider, but brooded over the fact in 
a melancholy and discontented mood. The one thought 
uppermost in my mind was : How will Lady Jane receive 
me ? Am I forgotten, or am I only remembered as the 
subject of that unlucky mistake when, under the guise of 
an elder son, I was feted and made much of ? What pre- 
tensions I had, without fortune, rank, influence, or even 
expectations of any kind, to seek the hand of the most 
beautiful girl of the day, with the largest fortune as her 
dowry, I dared not ask myself; the reply would have 
dashed all my hopes, and my pursuit would have at once 
been abandoned. " Tell the people you are an excellent 
preacher," was the advice of an old and learned divine to a 
younger and less-experienced one, — "tell them so every 
morning and every noon and every evening, and at last 
they will begin to believe it." " So," thought T, « I shall 
impress upon the Callonbys that I am a most unexception- 
able parti. Upon every occasion they shall hear it, as 
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tbey open their newspapers at breakfast, as they sip their 
soup at luncheon, as they adjust their napkin at dinner, as 
they chat over their wine at night. My influence in the 
house shall be unbounded, my pleasures consulted, my dis- 
likes remembered. The people in favor with me shall dine 
there three times a week ; those less fortunate shall be put 
into schedule B. My opinions on all subjects shall be a 
law, whether I pronounce upon politics or discuss a dinner ; 
and all this I shall accomplish by a successful flattery of 
my lady, a little bullying of my lord, a devoted attention 
to the youngest sister, a special cultivation of Kilkee, and a 
very prononc4 neglect of Lady Jane." These were my half- 
waking thoughts as the heavy diligence rumbled over the 
pav^ into Nancy ; and I was aroused by the door being 
suddenly jerked open and a bronzed face, with a black 
beard and moustache, being thrust in amongst us. 

<' Your passports. Messieurs," as a lantern was held up 
in succession across our faces, and we handed forth our 
crumpled and worn papers to the official. 

The night was stormy and dark; gusts of wind sweep- 
ing along, bearing with them the tail of some thunder-cloud, 
mingled their sounds with a falling tile from the roofs or 
a broken chimney-pot. The officer in vain endeavored to 
hold open the passports while he inscribed his name ; and 
just as the last scrawl was completed, the lantern went out. 
Muttering a heavy curse upon the weather, he thrust them 
in uiK)u us en masse, and banging the door to, called out to 
the conductor, " En routed 

Again we rumbled on, and ere we cleared the last lamps 
of the town, the whole party were once more sunk in sleep, 
save myself. Hour after hour rolled by, the rain pattering 
upon the roof, and the heavy plash of the horses' feet con- 
tributing their mournful sounds to the melancholy that was 
stealing over me. At length we drew up at the door of a 
little inn, and by the noise and bustle without T perceived 
there was a change of horses. Anxious to stretch my legs, 
and relieve, if even for a moment, the wearisome monotony 
of the night, I got out and strode into the little parlor of 
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the inn. There was a cheerful fire in an open stove, beside 
which stood a portly figure in a sheepskin bunta and a cloth 
travelling-cap with a gold band, his legs cased in high 
Kussiarleather boots, — all evident signs of the profession 
of the wearer, had even his haste at supper not bespoke the 
fact that he was a government courier. 

'^ You had better make haste with the horses, Antoine, if 
you don't wish the postmaster to hear of it," said he as I 
entered, his mouth filled with pie-crust and vin de Beaune 
as he spoke. 

A lumbering peasant, with a blouse, sabots, and a striped 
nightcap, replied in some unknown patois, when the courier 
again said, — 

'^ Well, then, take the diligence-horses ; I must get on at 
all events, — they are not so hurried, I'll be bound. Be- 
sides, it will save the getidarmes some miles of a ride if they 
overtake them here." 

"Have we another vise of our passports here, then?" 
said I, addressing the courier ; " for we have already been 
examined at Nancy." 

"Not exactly a viV," said the courier, eying me most 
suspiciously as he spoke, and then continuing to eat with 
his former voracity. 

"Then what, may I ask, have we to do with the 
gendarmes ? " 

" It is a search," said the courier, gruffly, and with the 
air of one who desired no further questioning. 

I immediately ordered a bottle of Burgundy, and filling 
a large goblet before him, said, with much respect, — 

" A voire ban voyage. Monsieur le Courier" 

To this he at once replied by taking off his cap and bow- 
ing politely as he drank off the wine. 

"Have we any runaway felon or stray galley slave 
among us/' said I, laughingly, "that they are going to 
search us ? " 

"No, Monsieur," said the courier; "but there has been a 
government order to arrest a person on this road connected 
with the dreadful Polish plot that has just iclate at Paris. 
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I passed a vidette of cavalry at Nancy, and they will be up 
here in half an hour." 

"A Polish plot! Why, I left Paris only two days ago 
and never heard of it." 

" C^est bien possible, Monsieur, Perhaps, after all, it may 
only be an affair of the police ; but they have certainly 
arrested one prisoner at Meurice's, charged with this, as 
well as the attempt to rob Frascati and murder the 
croupier." 

'' Alas ! " said I, with a half-suppressed groan, '' it is too 
true; that infernal fellow O'Leary has ruined me, and I 
shall be brought back to Paris, |nd only taken from prison 
to meet the open shame and disgrace of a public trial." 

What was to be done ? Every moment was precious. I 
walked to the door to conceal my agitation. All was dark 
and gloomy. The thought of escape was my only one ; but 
how to accomplish it ? Every stir without suggested to my 
anxious mind the approaching tread of horses ; every rattle 
of the harness seemed like the clink of accoutrements. 

While I yet hesitated, I felt that my fate was in the bal- 
ance. Concealment where I was, was impossible; there 
were no means of obtaining horses to proceed. My last 
only hope then rested in the courier, — he perhaps might 
be bribed to assist me at this juncture. Still, his impres- 
sion as to the enormity of the crime imputed, might deter 
him; and there was no time for explanation, if even he 
would listen to it. I returned to the room ; he had finished 
his meal, and was now engaged in all the. preparations for 
encountering a wet and dreary night. I hesitated ; my fears 
that if he should refuse my offers, all chance of my escape was 
gone, deterred me for a moment. At length, as he wound a 
large woollen shawl around his throat and seemed to have 
completed his costume, I summoned nerve for the effort, 
and with as much boldness in my manner as I could mus- 
ter, said, — 

"Monsieur le Courier, one word with you." I here 
closed the door, and continued : " My fortunes, my whole 
prospects in life, depend upon my reaching Strasburg by 
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to-morrow night. You alone can be the means of my 
doing so. Is there any price you can mention for which 
you will render me this service ? If so, name it." 

" So, then, Monsieur," said the courier, slowly, '' so, then^ 
you are the — " 

"You have guessed it," said I, interrupting. "Do you 
accept my proposal ? " 

" It is impossible," said he, " utterly impossible ; for eren 
should I be disposed to run the risk on my own account, it 
would avail you nothing. The first town we entered, your 
passport would be demanded, and not being vis4d by the 
minister to travel en courier, you would at once be detained 
and arrested." 

" Then am I lost," said I, throwing myself upon a chair ; 
at the same instant my passport, which I carried in my 
breast-pocket, fell out at the feet of the courier. He lifted 
it and opened it leisurely. So engrossed was I by my mis- 
fortunes that for some minutes I did not perceive that, as 
he continued to read the passport, he smiled from time to 
time, till at length a hearty fit of laughing awoke me from 
my abstraction. My first impulse was to seize him by the 
throat; controlling my temper, however, with an effort, 
I said, — 

" And pray, Monsieur, may I ask in what manner the po- 
sition I stand in at this moment affords you so much amuse- 
ment ? Is there anything so particularly droll, anything so 
excessively ludicrous, in my situation ; or what particular 
gift do you possess that shall prevent me from throwing 
you out of the window ? " 

" Mais, Monsieur,^^ said he, half stifled with laughter, ** do 
you know the blunder 1 fell into ? It is really too good. 
Could you only guess whom I took you for, you would 
laugh too." 

Here he became so overcome with merriment that he was 
obliged to sit down, which he did opposite to me, and actu- 
ally shook with laughter. 

" When this comedy is over," thought I, " we may begin 
to understand each other." Seeing no prospect of this, I 
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became at length impatient, and jumping on my legs, 
said, — 

'' Enough, sir, quite enough of this foolery. Believe me, 
you have every reason to be thankful that my present em- 
barrassment should so far engross me that I cannot afford 
time to give you a thrashing." 

" FardoHy mille pardons," said he humbly ; " but you will, 
I am sure, forgive me when I tell you that I was stupid 
enough to mistake you for the fugitive Englishman whom 
the gendarmes are in pursuit of. How good, eh ? " 

'' Oh I devilish good ; but what do you mean ? " 

<* Why, the fellow that caused the attack at Frascati and 
all that, and — " 

" Yes — well, eh ? Did you think I was he ? " 

'< To be sure I did, till I saw your passport" 

'' Till you saw my passport ! Why, what on earth can he 
mean ? " thought I. " No, but," said I, half jestingly, " how 
could you make such a blunder ? " 

'< Why, your confused manner, your impatience to get on, 
your hurried questions, all convinced me. In fact, I 'd have 
wagered anything you were the Englishman." 

'* And what, in Heaven's name, does he think me now ? " 
thought I, as I endeavored to join in the laugh so ludicrous 
a mistake occasioned. 

"But we are delaying sadly," said the courier. "Are 
you ready?" 

" Ready ? Ready for what ? " 

" To go on with me, of course. Don't you wish to get 
early to Strasburg?" 

« To be sure I do." 

"Well, then, come along. But pray don't mind your 
luggage, for my caliche is loaded. Your instruments can 
come in the diligence." 

"My instruments in the diligence! He's mad, that's 
flat." 

" How they will laugh at Strasburg at my mistake ! " 

" That they will," thought I. " The only doubt is, will 
you join in the merriment ? " 
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So saying, I followed the courier to the door, jumped 
into his calechcj and in another moment was hurrying over 
the pavi at a pace that defied pursuit and promised soon to 
make up for all our late delay. Scarcely was the fur-lined 
apron of the caleche buttoned around me, and the German 
blinds let down, when 1 set to work to think over the cir- 
cumstance that had just befallen me. As I had never 
examined my passport from the moment Trevanion handed 
it to me at Paris, I knew nothing of its contents ; therefore, 
as to what impression it might convey of me, I was totally 
ignorant. To ask the courier for it now might excite sus- 
picion ; so that I was totally at sea how to account for his 
sudden change in my favor, or in what precise capacity I 
was travelling beside him. Once, and once only, the 
thought of treachery occurred to me. ^^ Is he about to 
hand me over to the gendarmes ? and are we now only re- 
tracing our steps towards Nancy ? If so. Monsieur le 
Courier, whatever be my fate, yours is certainly an unenviable 
one." My reflections on this head were soon broken in 
upon, for my companion again returned to the subject of 
his ^^ singular error," and assured me that he was as near as 
possible leaving me behind, under the mistaken impression 
of my being " myself," and informed me that all Strasburg 
would be delighted to see me, — which latter piece of news 
was only the more flattering that I knew no one there, nor 
had ever been in that city in my life ; and after about an 
hour's mystification as to my tastes, habits, and pursuits, 
he fell fast asleep, leaving me to solve the difficult problem 
as to whether I was not somebody else, or the only alterna- 
tive, whether travelling en courier might not be prescribed 
by physicians as a mode of treating insane patients. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

▲ MIGHT IX STBA8BUBG. 

With the dawn of day my miseries recommenced ; for 
after letting down the sash and venting some very fervent 
imprecations upon the postilion for not going faster than 
his horses were able, the courier once more recurred to his 
last night's blunder, and proceeded very leisurely to cate- 
chize me as to my probable stay at Strasburg,, whither I 
should go from thence, and so on. As I was still in doubt 
what or whom he took me for, I answered with the greatest 
circumspection,*— > watching, the while, for any clew that 
might lead me to a discovery of myself. Thus occasionally 
evading all pushing and home queries, and sometimes, when 
hard pressed, feigning drowsiness, I passed the long and 
anxious day, the fear of being overtaken ever mingling with 
the thoughts that some unlucky admission of mine might 
discover my real character to the courier, who at any post- 
station might hand me over to the authorities. '^ Could I 
only guess at the part I am performing," thought I, '' I 
might manage to keep up the illusion ; " but my attention 
was so entirely engrossed by fencing off all his thrusts that 
I could find out nothing. At last, as night drew near, the 
thought that we were approaching Strasburg rallied my 
spirits, suggesting an escape from all pursuit, as well as the 
welcome prospect of getting rid of my present torturer, who, 
whenever I awoke from a doze, reverted to our singular 
meeting with a pertinacity that absolutely seemed like 
malice. 

<< As I am aware that this is your first visit to Strasburg," 
said the courier, " perhaps I can be of service to you in re- 
commending a hotel. Put up, I advise you, at the Bear, — 
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a capital hotel, and not ten minutes' distance from the 
theatre." 

I thanked him for the counsel ; and rejoicing in the fact 
that my prototype, whoever he might be, was unknown in 
the city, began to feel some little hope of getting through 
this scrape as I had done so many others. 

" They have been keeping the ' Huguenots ' for your ar- 
rival, and all Strasburg is impatient for your coming/' 

" Indeed ! " said I, mumbling something meant to be 
modest. ^^Who the devil am I, then, to cause all this 
fracas ? Heaven grant, not the new * prefect,' or the com- 
mander of the forces.'' 

" I am told the * Zatiberfldte ' is your favorite opera ? " 

'< I can't say that I ever heard it, — that is, I mean that 
I could say — well got up." 

Here I floundered on, having so far forgot myself as to 
endanger everything. 

" How very unfortunate ! Well, I hope you will not long 
have as much to say. Meanwhile, here we are, — this is 
the 'Bear.'" 

We rattled into the ample porte-cochere of a vast hotel, 
the postilion cracking his enormous whip, and bells ringing 
on every side, as if the Crown Prince of Russia had been 
the arrival, and not a poor sub in the 4-th. 

The courier jumped out, and running up to the landlord, 
whispered a few words in his ear, to which the other an- 
swered by a deep "Ah^ vraiment/^' and then saluted me 
with an obsequiousness that made my flesh quake. 

" I shall make mes hommages in the morning," said the 
courier, as he drove off at full speed to deliver his de- 
spatches, and left me to my own devices to perform a char- 
acter without even being able to g^ess what it might be. 
My passport, too, the only thing that could throw any light 
upon the affair, he had taken along with him, promising to 
have it vis^d, and save me any trouble. 

Of all my difficulties and puzzling situations in life, this 
was certainly the worst ; for however often my lot had been 
to personate another, yet hitherto I had had the good for^ 
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tune to be aware of what and whom I was performing. 
Now I might be anybody, from Marshal Soult to Monsieur 
Scribe ; one thing only was certain, — 1 must be a " celeb- 
rity/* The confounded pains and trouble they were tak- 
ing to receive me attested that fact, and left me to the 
pleasing reflection that my detection, should it take place, 
would be sure of attracting a very general publicity. Hav- 
ing ordered my supper from the landlord with a certain air 
of reserve sufficient to prevent even an Alsace host from 
obtruding any questions upon me, 1 took my opportunity to 
stroll from the inn down to the river-side. There lay the 
broad, rapid Rhine, separating me, by how narrow a limit, 
from that land where, if I once arrived, my safety was cer- 
tain. Never did that great boundary of nations strike me 
so forcibly as now when my own petty interests and for- 
tunes were at stake. Night was fast settling upon the low, 
flat banks of the stream, and nothing stirred save the cease- 
less ripple of the river. One fishing bark alone was on the 
water. I hailed the solitary tenant of it, and after some 
little parley induced him to ferry me over. This, however, 
could only be done when the night was farther advanced, — 
it being against the law to cross the river except at certain 
hours and between two established points, where officers of 
the revenue were stationed. The fisherman was easily bribed, 
however, to evade the regulation, and only bargained that I 
should meet him on the bank before day -break. Having set- 
tled this point to my satisfaction, I returned to my hotel in 
better spirits ; and with a Strasburg/^a^^ and a flask of Nier- 
steiner, drank to my speedy deliverance. 

How to consume the long, dreary hours between this time 
and that of my departure 1 knew not, for though greatly 
fatigued, I felt that sleep was impossible ; the usual re- 
source of a gossip with the host was equally out of the 
question; and all that remained was the theatre, which I 
happily remembered was not far from the hotel. 

It was an opera-night, and the house was crowded to 
excess; but with some little management, I obtained a 
place in a box near the stage. The piece was •' Les Francs 
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Magonsj^ which was certainly admirably supported, and 
drew down from the audience — no mean one as judges of 
music — the loudest thunders of applause. As for me, the 
house was as great a curiosity as the opera. The novel spec- 
tacle of some hundred people relishing and appreciating 
the highest order of musical genius^ was something totally 
new and surprising to me. The curtain at length fell upon 
the fifth act; and now the deafening roar of acclamation 
was tremendous ; and amid a perfect shout of enthusiasm, 
the manager announced the opera for the ensuing evening. 
Scarcely had this subsided when a buzz ran through the 
house, at first subdued, but gradually getting louder, ex- 
tending from the boxes to the balcony, from the balcony to the 
parterre, and finally even to the galleries. Groups of people 
stood upon the benches and looked fixedly in one part of 
the house, then changed and regarded as eagerly the other. 

" What can this mean ? " thought I. " Is the theatre on 
fire? Something surely has gone wrong!" 

In this conviction, with the contagious spirit of curiosity, 
I mounted upon a seat and looked about me on every side ; 
but unable still to catch the object which seemed to attract 
the rest, as I was about to resume, my place my eyes fell 
upon a well-known face, which in an instant I remembered 
was that of ray late fellow-traveller, the courier. Anxious 
to avoid his recognition, I attempted to get down at once ; 
but before I could accomplish it, the wretch had perceived 
and recognized me, and I saw him even, with a gesture of 
delight, point me out to some friends beside him. 

" Confound the fellow ! " muttered I ; " I must leave this 
at once, or I shall be involved in some trouble." 

Scarcely was my resolve taken, when a new burst of 
voices arose from the pit, the words " UAuteur ! " mingling 
with loud cries for " Meyerbeer ! " " Meyerbeer ! '* to appear. 
" So," thought I, " it seems the great composer is here. Oh, 
by Jove ! I must have a peep at him before I go." So, 
leaning over the front rail of the box, I looked anxiously 
about to catch one hasty glimpse of one of the great men 
of his day and country. What was my surprise, however, 
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to perceive that about two thousand eyes were firmly riveted 
upon the box I was seated in, while about half the number 
of tongues called out unceasingly, ^^M, Meyerbeer! vive 
Meyerbeer ! vive VAuteur des Francs Magons ! vive les Francs 
Masons/" etc. Before I could turn to look for the hero of 
the scene^ my legs were taken from under me, and I felt 
myself lifted by several strong men and held out in front 
of the box, while the whole audience, rising en masses sa- 
luted me — yes, me, Harry Lorrequer — with a cheer that 
shook the building. Fearful of precipitating myself into 
the pit beneath if I made the least eft'ort, and half wild 
with terror and amazement, I stared about like a maniac, 
while a beautiful young woman tripped along the edge of 
the box, supported by her companion's hand, and placed 
lightly upon my brow a chaplet of roses and laurel. Here 
the applause was like an earthquake. 

" May the devil fly away with half of you ! " was my 
grateful response to as full a cheer of applause as ever the 
walls of the house re-echoed to. 

"On the stage, on the stage!" shouted that portion of 
the audience who, occupying the same side of the house as 
myself, preferred having a better view of me ; and to the 
stage I was accordingly hurried, down a narrow stair, 
through a side scene, and over half the corps de ballety who 
were waiting for their entree. Kicking, plunging, buffeting 
like a madman, they carried me to the " flats," when the 
manager led me forward to the footlights, my wreath of 
flowers contrasting rather ruefully with my bruised cheeks 
and torn habiliments. Human beings, God be praised! 
are only capable of certain efforts; so that one half the 
audience were coughing their sides out, while the other 
were hoarse as bull-frogs from their enthusiasm in less 
than five minutes. 

"You'll have what my friend Rooney calls a chronic 
bronchitis for these three weeks," said I, — " that 's one com- 
fort," as I bowed my way back to the " practicable " door, 
through which I made my exit, with the thousand faces of 
the parterre shouting my name, or, as fancy dictated, that 
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of one of my operas. I retreated behind the scenes to en- 
counter very nearly as much, and at closer quarters too, as 
that lately sustained before the audience. After an embrace of 
two minutes' duration from the manager, I ran the gauntlet 
from the prima donna to the last triangle of the orchestra, 
who cut away a back button of my coat as a souvenir. 
During all this, I must confess, very little acting was 
needed on my part. They were so perfectly contented 
with their self-deception that if 1 had made an affidavit 
before the mayor, — if there be such a functionary in such an 
insane town, — they would not have believed me. Wearied 
and exhausted at length by all I had gone through, I sat 
down upon a bench, and affecting to be overcome by mj 
feelings, concealed my face in my handkerchief. This was 
the first moment of relief I experienced since my arrival ; 
but it was not to last long, for the manager, putting down 
his head close to my ear, whispered, — 

" Monsieur Meyerbeer, I have a surprise for you such as 
you have not had for some time, I venture to say." 

" I defy you on this head," thought I. " If they make 
me out King Solomon now, it will not amaze me." 

"And when I tell you my secret," continued he, "you 
will acknowledge I cannot be of a very jealous disposition. 
Madame Baptiste has just told me she knew you formerly, 
and that she — that is you — were, in fact — you understand 
— there had been — so to say — a little something between 
you." 

I groaned in spirit as 1 thought, " Now am I lost without 
a chance of escape ; the devil take her reminiscences ! " 

"I see," continued le bon mari, "you cannot guess of 
whom I speak; but when I tell you of Amelie Grandet, 
your memory will perhaps be better." 

"Amelie Grandet!" said I, with a stage start; I need 
not say that I had never heard the name before, — "Amelie 
Grandet here ? " 

" Yes, that she is," said the manager, rubbing his hands ; 
"and mi/ wife too." 

" ^larried ! Amelie Grandet married ! No, no, it is im- 
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possible ; I cannot believe it. But were it true, — ^true, mark 
me, — for worlds would I not meet her." 

<' Comme il est drole" said the manager, soliloquizing 
aloud ; " for my wife takes it much easier^ seeing they never 
met each other since they were fifteen." 

" Ho, ho I " thought I, " the afifair is not so bad either ; 
time makes great changes in that space. And does she still 
remember me ? " said I, in a very Romeo-in-the-garden voice. 

** Why, so far as remembering the little boy that used to 
play with her in the orchard at her mother's cottage near 
Pima, and with whom she used to go boating upon the Elbe, 
I believe the recollection is perfect. But come along ; she 
insists upon seeing you, and is at this very moment waiting 
supper in our room for you." 

"A thorough German she must be," thought I, "with her 
sympathies and ]ier supper, her reminiscences and her 
Rhine wine, hunting in couples through her brain." 

Summoning courage from the fact of our long absence 
from each other, I followed the manager through a wilder- 
ness of pavilions, forests, clouds, and cataracts, and at length 
arrived at a little door, at which he knocked gently. 

"Come in," said a soft voice inside. We opened, and 
beheld a very beautiful young woman in Tyrolese costume, — 
she was to perform in the afterpiece, — her low bodice and 
short scjirlet petticoat displaying the most perfect symmetry 
of form and roundness of proportion. She was dressing her 
hair before a low glass as we came in, and scarcely turned 
at our approach; but in an instant, as if some sudden 
thought struck her, she sprang fully round, and looking at 
me fixedly for above a minute, — a very trying one for me, 
— she glanced at her husband, whose countenance plainly 
indicated that she was right, and calling out, " C^est luiy — 
c^est hien lui!^^ threw herself into my arms and sobbed 
convulsively. 

" If this were to be the only fruits of my impersonation," 
thought I, " it is not so bad ; but I am greatly afraid these 
good people will find out a wife and seven babies for me 
before morning." 
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Whether the manager thought that enough had been done 
for stage effect, I know not ; but he gently disengaged the 
lovely Amelie and deposited her upon a sofa, to a place upon 
which she speedily motioned me by a look from a pair of 
very seducing blue eyes. 

" Franfois, mon cher, you must put off * La ChaumiereJ 
I can't play to-night." 

" Put it off I But only think of the audience, ma mie, — 
they will pull down the house." 

" C^esi possible" said she, carelessly. " If that give them 
any pleasure, I suppose they must be indulged ; but I, too, 
must have a little of my own way. I shall not play ! " 

The tone this was said in — the look, the easy gesture of 
command, no less than the afflicted helplessness of the luck- 
less husband — showed me that Amelie, however docile as a 
sweetheart, had certainly her own way as wife. 

While le cher Frangois then retired to make his propo- 
sition to the audience of substituting something for the 
" Chaumiere" — " the sudden illness of Madame Baptiste 
having prevented her appearance," — we began to renew 
our old acquaintance by a thousand inquiries into that 
long-past time when we were sweethearts and lovers. 

" You remember me then so well ? " said I. 

" As of yesterday. You are much taller, and your eyes 
darker; but still there is something — You know, how- 
ever, I have been expecting to see you these two days ; and 
tell me frankly, how do you find me looking ? " 

'^ More beautiful, a thousand times more beautiful, than 
ever, — all save in one thing, Amelie — " 

« And that is — " 

" You are married." 

"How you jest! But let us look back. Do you ever 
think of any of our old compacts ? " Here she pulled a 
leaf from a rosebud in her bouquet and kissed it. " I wager 
you have forgotten that" 

How I should have replied to this masonic sign. Heaven 
knows ! But the manager fortunately entered, to assure us 
that the audience had kindly consented not to pull down the 
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house^ but tx) listen to a five-act tragedy instead, in which he 
had to perform the principal character. " So, then, don't 
wait supper, Amelie, but take care of Monsieur Meyerbeer 
till my return/' 

Thus once more were we left to our souvenirs, in which, 
whenever hard pushed myself, I regularly carried the war 
into the enemy's camp, by allusions to incidents which, I 
need not observe, had never occurred. After a thousand 
stories of our early loves, mingled with an occasional sigh 
over their fleeting character, — now indulging a soft retro- 
spect of the once happy past, now moralizing on the future, 
•^- Amelie and I chatted away the hours till the conclusion 
of the tragedy. 

By this time the hour was approaching for my departure ; 
so, after a very tender leave-taking with my new friend and 
my old love, I left the theatre and walked slowly along to 
the river. 

" So much for early associations," thought I ; " and how 
much better pleased are we ever to paint the past according 
to our own fancy, than to remember it as it really was. 
Hence all the insufferable cant about happy infancy and 
* the glorious schoolboy days,' which have generally no more 
foundation in fact than have the chateaux en Espagne 
we build up for the future. I wager that the real amant 
dCenfancey when he arrives, is not half so great a friend with 
the fair Amelie as his unworthy shadow. At the same time, 
I had just as soon that Lady Jane should have no * early 
loves ' to look back upon, except such as I have performed 
a character in." 

The plash of oars near me broke my reflections, and the 
next moment found me skimming the rapid Rhine as I 
thought for the last time, " What will they say in Strasburg 
to-morrow ? How will they account for the mysterious dis- 
appearance of M. Meyerbeer ? Poor Amelie Grandet ! " for 
so completely had the late incidents engrossed my atten- 
tion that I had for the moment lost sight of the most sin- 
gular event of all, — how I came to be mistaken for the 
illustrious composer. 




CHAPTER XXVL 

A SURPRISE. 

It was late upon the following day ere I awoke from the 
long, deep sleep that closed my labors in Strasburg. In the 
confusion of my waking thoughts I imagined myself still 
before a crowded and enthusiastic audience; the glare of 
the footlights, the crash of the orchestra, the shoats of 
^^VAuteurl^^ ^^VAuteurT^ were all before me, and so 
completely possessed me that as the waiter entered urith 
hot water, I could not resist the impulse to pull off my 
nightcap with one hand, and press the other to my heart 
in the usual theatrical -style of acknowledgments for a mo2>t 
flattering reception. The startled look of the poor fellow 
as he neared the door to escape, roused me from my hallu- 
cination and awakened me to the conviction that the sus- 
picion of lunacy might be a still heavier infliction than the 
personation of M. Meyerbeer. 

With thoughts of this nature I assumed my steadiest 
demeanor, ordered my breakfast in the most orthodox fash- 
ion, ate it like a man in his senses, and when I threw 
myself back in the wicker conveniency they call a caleche^ 
and bid adieu to Kehl, the whole fraternity of the inn 
would have given me a certificate of sanity before any court 
in Europe. 

" Now for Munich," said I, as we rattled along down the 
steep street of the little town, — " now for Munich, with all 
the speed that first of postmasters and slowest of men, the 
Prince of Tour and Taxis, will afford us." 

The future engrossed all my thoughts ; and puzzling as 
my late adventui'es had been to account for, I never for a 
moment reverted to the past. "Is she to be mine?" was 
the ever-rising question in my mind. The thousand difli- 
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culties that had crossed my path might long since have ter- 
minated a pursuit where there was so little of promise, did 
I not cherish the idea in my heart that I was fated to suc- 
ceed. Sheridan answered the ribald sneers of his first 
auditory by saying, '< Laugh on ; but I have it in me, and 

by it shall come out." So I whispered to myself : 

<< Go on, Harry. Luck has been hitherto against you, it is 
true ; but you have yet one throw of the dice, and some- 
thing seems to say a fortunate one, in store ; and if so — " 
But I cannot trust myself with such anticipations. I am 
well aware how little the world sympathizes with the man 
whose fortunes are the si)ort of his temperament; that 
April-day frame of mind is ever the jest and scoff of those 
hardier and sterner natures who, if never overjoyed by suc- 
cess, are never much depressed by failure. That I have 
been cast in the former mould, these ^' Confessions " have, 
alas ! plainly proved ; but that I regret it, I fear also, for 
my character for sound judgment, I must answer "No." 

'' Better fur to be 

In utter darkness lying 
Than be blest with light and see 
That light forever flying " — 

is doubtless very pretty poetry, but very poor philosophy. 
For myself — and some glimpses of sunshine this fair world 
has afforded me, fleeting and passing enough, in all con- 
science ; and yet I am not so ungrateful as to repine at my 
happiness because it was not permanent, while I am thank- 
ful for those bright hours of " Love's Young Dream " which, 
if nothing more, are at least delightful souvenirs. They 
form the golden thread in the tangled web of our existence, 
ever appearing amid the darker surface around, and throw- 
ing a fair halo of brilliancy on what, without it, were cold, 
bleak, and barren. !No, no, — 

'' The light that lies 
In woman's eyes," 

were it twice as fleeting as — as it is ten times more bril- 
liant than — the forked lightning, irradiates the dark gloom 
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within us for many a long day after it has ceased to shine 
upon lis. As in boyhood it is the humanizing influence that 
tempers the fierce and uni'uly passions of our nature^ so in 
manhood it forms the goal to which all our better and 
higher aspirations tend^ telling us there is something more 
worthy than gold, and a more lofty pinnacle of ambition 
than the praise and envy of our fellow-men ; and we may 
rest assured that when this feeling dies within us, all the 
ideal of life dies with it, and nothing remains save the dull 
reality of our daily cares and occupations. " I have lived 
and have loved," saith Schiller ; and if it were not that there 
seems some tautology in the phrase, 1 should say such is my 
own motto. " If Lady Jane but prove true ; if I have really 
succeeded ; if, in a word — But why speculate upon such, 
chances ? What pretensions have I, what reasons, to look 
for such a prize ? Alas and alas ! were I to catechize myself 
too closely, I fear that my horses' heads would face towards 
Calais, and that I should turn my back upon the only pros- 
pect of happiness I can picture to myself in this world." 

In reflections such as these the hours rolled over, and it 
was already late at night when we reached the little village 
of Merchem. While fresh horses were being got ready, I 
seized the occasion to partake of the tabl-e d'hote supper of 
the inn, at the door of which the diligence was drawn up. 
Around the long and not over-scrupulously clean table sat 
the usual assemblage of a German "Eilwagen," smoking, 
dressing salad, knitting, and occasionally picking their teeth 
with their forks, until the soup should make its appearance. 
Taking my place amid this motley assemblage of musta- 
chioed shopkeepers and voluminously petticoated Fraus, I 
sat calculating how long human patience could endure such 
companionship, when my attention was aroused by hearing 
a person near me narrate to his friend the circumstances of 
my debut at Strasburg, with certain marginal notes of his 
own that not a little surprised me. 

"And so it turned out not to be Meyerbeer after all/' 
said the listener. 

" Of course not," replied the other. " Meyerbeer's pass- 
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port was stolen from him in the diligence by this English 
escroc, and the consequence was that our poor countryman 
was arrested, the other passport being found upon him ; 
while the Englishman^ proceeding to Strasburg, took his 
benefit at the opera and walked away with above twelve 
thousand florins." 

" SappermirUf said the other, tossing off his beer. " He 
must have been a clever fellow, though, to lead the orchestra 
in the Francs Jlagofis" 

** That is the most astonishing part of all ; for they say 
in Strasburg that his performance upon the violin was far 
finer than Paganini's. But there seems some secret in it^ 
after all ; for Madame Baptiste swears that he is Meyer- 
beer, — and, in fact, the matter is far from being cleared up, 
nor can it be till he is apprehended." 

"Which shall not be for some time to come," said I to 
myself, as, slipping noiselessly from the room, I regained 
my eaUche, and in ten minutes more was proceeding on my 
journey. " So much for correct information," thought I. 
" One thing, however, is certain, — to the chance interchange 
of passports I owe my safety, with the additional satisfac- 
tion that my little German acquaintance is reaping a pleas- 
ant retribution for all his worry and annoyance of me in 
the coupiP 

Only he who has toiled over the weary miles of a long jour- 
ney exclusively occupied with one thought, one overpower- 
ing feeling, can adequately commiserate my impatient 
anxiety as the days rolled slowly over on the long, tiresome 
road that leads from the Rhine to the South of Germany. 

The morning was breaking on the fourth day of my jour- 
ney as the tall spires of Munich rose to my view, amid the 
dull and arid desert of sand that city is placed in. " At 
last ! " was my exclamation as the postilion tapped at the 
window with his whip, and then pointed towards the city, 
— " at last ! Oh ! what would be the ecstasy of my feel- 
ings now, (fould I exchange the torturing anxieties of sus- 
pense for the glorious certainty my heart throbs for ; now 
my journey is nearing its end, to see me claim as my own 
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what I only barely aspire to in the sanguine hope of a heart 
that to ill not despair. But cheer up, Harry ! It is a noble 
stake you play for, and it is ever the bold gambler that 
wins." Scarcely was this reflection made half aloud, wheu 
a sudden shock threw me from my seat. I fell towards the 
door, which, bursting open, laimched me out upon the road, 
at the same moment that the broken axletree of the caleche 
had upset it on the opposite side, carrying one horse along 
with it, and leaving the other, with the postilion on his 
back, kicking and plunging with all his might. After as- 
sisting the frightened fellow to dismount, and having cut 
the traces of the restive animal, I then perceived that in 
the melee I had not escaped scathless. I could barely stand, 
and on passing my hand along my instep, perceived I had 
sprained my ankle in the fall. The day was only breaking, 
and no one was in sight ; so that after a few minutes' con- 
sideration, the best thing to do appeared to be to get the 
other horse upon his legs, and despatching the postilion to 
Munich, then about three leagues distant, for a carriage, 
wait patiently on the road-side for his return. No sooner 
was the resolve made than carried into execution ; and in 
less than a quarter of an hour from the moment of the acci- 
dent, I was seated upon the bank, watching the retiring 
figure of the postilion as he disappeared down a hill on his 
way to Munich. When the momentary burst of impatience 
was over, I could not help congratulating myself that I was 
so far fortunate in reaching the end of my journey ere the 
mischance befell me. Had it occurred at Stuttgart, I really 
think that it would have half driven me distracted. 

I was not long in my present situation when a number of 
peasants, with broad-brimmed hats and many-buttoned 
coats, passed on their way to work. They all saluted me 
respectfully; but although they saw the broken carriage, 
and might well guess at the nature of my accident, yet not 
one ever thought of proffering his services or even indulg- 
ing curiosity by way of inquiry. " How thoroughly Grer- 
man ! " I thought. " These people are the Turks of Europe, 
— stupefied with tobacco and strong beer. They have no 
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thought for anything but themselves and their own imme- 
diate occupations." Perceiving at length one whose better 
dress and more intelligent look bespoke a rank above the 
common, I made the effort, with such Plat-DeuUch as I 
could muster, to ask if there were any house near, where I 
could remain till the postilion's return ; and learned, greatly 
to my gratification, that b}' taking the path which led 
through a grove of pine-trees near me, I should find a cha- 
teau. But who was the proprietor he knew not, — indeed, 
the people were only newly come, and he believed were 
foreigners ; English, he thought. Oh ! how my heart jumped 
as I said, " Can they be the Gallonbys ? — Are they many in 
family ? Are there ladies, — young ladies among them ? " 
He knew not. Having hastily arranged with my new friend 
to watch the carriage till my return, I took the path he 
showed me, and, smarting with pain at every step, hurried 
along as best I could towards the ch&teau. I had not 
walked many minutes when a break in the wood gave me a 
view of the old mansion, and at once dispelled the illusion 
that was momentarily gaining upon me. " They could not 
be the Gallonbys." The house was old, and though it had 
once been a fine and handsome structure, exhibited now 
abundant traces of decay : the rich cornices which supported 
the roof had fallen in many places, and lay in fragments 
upon the terrace beneath ; tlie portico of the door was half 
tumbling, and the architraves of the windows were broken 
and dismantled ; the tall and once richly ornamented chim- 
neys were bereft of all their tracery, and stood bolt upright 
in all their nakedness above the high-pitched roof. A 
straggling ^ei cCean was vigorously fighting its way amid a 
mass of creeping shrubs and luxuriant lichens that had 
grown around and above a richly carved fountain, and fell 
in a shower of sparkling dew upon the rank gprass and tall 
weeds around. The gentle murmur was the only sound 
that broke the stillness of the morning. 

A few deities in lead and stone, mutilated and broken, 
stood like the Genii loci, guarding the desolation about them, 
while an old superannuated peacock, with drooping, ragged 
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tail, was the only living thing to be seen. All bespoke the 
wreck of what once was great and noble, and all plainly told 
me that such could not be the abode of the Callonbys. 

Half doubting that the house were inhabited, and half 
scrupling, if so, to disturb its inmates from their rest, I sat 
down upon the terrace steps and fell into a fit of musing ou 
the objects about. That strange propensity of my country- 
men to settle down in remote and unfrequented spots upon 
the Continent had never struck me so forcibly ; for although 
unquestionably there were evident traces of the former 
grandeur of the place, yet it was a long-past greatness, and 
in the dilapidated walls, weed-grown walks, the dark and 
gloomy pine-groves, there were more hints for sadness than 
I should willingly surround myself by, in a residence. The 
harsh grating of a heavy door behind roused me ; I turned 
and beheld an old man in a species of tarnished and worm- 
eaten livery, who, holding the door, again gazed at me with 
a mingled expression of fear and curiosity. Having briefly 
explained the circumstances which had befallen me, and 
appealed to the broken caliche upon the road to corroborate 
my testimony, which I perceived needed such aid, the old 
man invited me to enter, saying that his master and mistress 
had not yet risen, but that he would himself give me some 
breakfast, of which by this time I stood much in want. 
The room into which I was ushered corresponded well with 
the exterior of the house. It was large, bleak, and ill-fur- 
nished ; the ample, uncurtained windows, the cold, white- 
panelled walls, the uncarpeted floor, all giving it an air of 
uninhabitable misery. A few chairs of the Louis-Quatorze 
taste, with blue velvet linings, faded and worn, a crackefl 
marble table upon legs that once had been gilt, two scarcely- 
detectable portraits of a mail-clad hero and a scarcely less 
formidable fair with a dove upon her wrist, formed the 
principal articles of furniture in this dismal abode, where 
so sad and depressing did everything appear that I half re- 
gretted the curiosity that had tempted me from the balmy 
air and cheerful morning without, to the gloom and solitude 
around me. 
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The old man soon reappeared with a not-despicable cup 
of caf^ noir and a piece of bread as large as a teaspoon, and 
used by the Germans pretty much in the same way. As 
the adage of the <' gift horse " is of tolerably general accep- 
tation, I ate and was thankful, mingling my acknowledg- 
ments from time to time with some questions about the 
owners of the mansion, concerning whom I could not help 
feeling curious. The ancient servitor, however, knew little 
or nothing of those he served ; his master was the honor- 
able baron, but of his name he was ignorant ; his mistress 
was young; they had not been many months there; they 
knew no one, had no visitors; he had heard they were 
English, but did not know it himself; they were gxUe 
Leutty " good people," and that was enough for him. How 
strange did all this seem, that two persons, young, too, 
should separate themselves from all the attractions and 
pleasures of the world and settle down in this dark and 
dreary solitude, where every association was of melancholy, 
every object a text for sad reflections. Lost in these 
thoughts, I sat down beside the window, and heeded not 
the old man as he noiselessly left the room. My thoughts 
ran on over the strange phases in which life presents itself, 
and how little, after all, external influences have to do with 
that peace of mind whose origin is within. " The Indian, 
whose wigwam is beside the cataract, heeds not its thunders 
nor feels its sprays as they fall in everlasting dews upon 
him; the Arab of the desert sees no bleakness in those 
never-ending plains upon whose horizon his eye has rested 
from childhood to age. Who knows but he who inhabits 
this lonely dwelling may have once shone in the gay world, 
mixing in its follies, tasting of its fascination? And to 
think that now — " The low murmurs of the pine-tops, 
the gentle rustle of the water through the rank grass, and 
my own thoughts combining, overcame me at length, and I 
slept, — how long I know not; but when I awoke, certain 
changes about showed me that some length of time had 
elapsed: a gay wood-fire was burning on the hearth, an 
ample breakfast covered the table, and the broad sheet of 
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the "Times" newspaper was negligently reposing in the 
deep hollow of an arm-chair. Before I had well thought 
how to apologize for the cool insouciance of my intrusion, 
the door opened, and a tall, well-huilt man entered ; his 
shooting-jacket and gaiters were evidence of his English 
origin, while a bushy moustache and most ample "Henri 
Quatre " nearly concealed features that still were not quite 
unknown to me. He stopped, looked steadily at me, placed 
a hand on either shoulder, and calling out, " Harry — Harry 
Lorrequer, by all that 's glorious ! " rushed from the room in 
a transport of laughter. 

If my escape from the gallows depended upon my guess- 
ing my friend, I should have submitted to the last penalty 
of the law ; never was I so completely nonplussed. " Con- 
found him, what does he mean by running away in that 
fashion! It would serve him right were I to decamp by 
one of the windows before he comes back. But hark ! some 
one is approaching." 

" I tell you I cannot be mistaken," said the man's voice 
from without. 

" Oh, impossible ! " said a ladylike accent that seemed not 
heard by me for the first time. 

"Judge for yourself, — though certainly the last time 
you saw him may confuse your memory a little." 

" What the devil does he mean by that ? " said I, as the 
door opened and a very beautiful young woman came for- 
ward, who, after a moment's hesitation, called out, — 

" True, indeed, it is Mr. Lorrequer ; but he seems to have 
forgotten me." 

The eyes, the lips, the tone of the voice, were all familiar. 
"What I can it be possible?" Her companion, who had 
now entered, stood behind her holding his sides with ill- 
suppressed mirth, and at length called out, — 

" Harry, my boy, you scarcely were more discomposed the 
last morning we parted, when the yellow plush — " 

" By Jove it is ! " said I, as I sprang forward, and seizing 
my fair friend in my arms, saluted upon both cheeks my 
quondam flame Miss Kamworth, now the wife of my old 
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friend, Jack Waller, of whom I have made due mention in 
an early chapter of these " Confessions." 

Were I given a muster-roll of my acquaintance to say 
which of them might inhabit this deserted mansion, Jack 
Waller would certainly have been the last 1 should have 
selected, — the gay, lively, dashing, high-spirited Jack, fond 
of society, dress, equipage, living entirely in the world, 
known to and liked by everybody, of universal reputation. 
Did you want a cavalier to see your wife through a crush 
at the Opera, a friend in a duel, a rider for your kicking 
horse in a stiff steeplechase, a bow-oar for your boat at a 
rowing-match. Jack was your man. Such, then, was my 
surprise at finding him here that although there were many 
things I longed to inquire about, my first question was, — 

" And how came you here ? " 

'' Life has its vicissitudes/' replied Jack, laughing ; '< many 
stranger things have come to pass than my reformation. 
But first of all let us think of breakfast ; you shall have 
ample satisfaction for all your curiosity afterwards." 

" Not now, 1 fear ; I am hurrying on to Munich." 

" Oh, I perceive ! But you are aware that — your friends 
are not there." 

" The Callonbys not at Munich ! " said I, with a start. 

" No, they have been at Salzburg, in the Tyrol, for some 
weeks. But don't fret yourself ; they are expected to-mor- 
row in time for the court masquerade, so that until then at 
least you are my guest." 

Overjoyed at this information, I turned my attention to- 
wards Madame, whom. I found much improved; the embon- 
point of womanhood had still further increased the charms 
of one who had always been handsome, and I could not 
help acknowledging that my friend was warrantable in any 
scheme for securing such a prize. 



CHAPTER XXVIL 



JACK WALLEB's STORT. 



The day passed quickly over with my newly found friends, 
whose curiosity to learn my adventures since we parted an- 
ticipated me in my wish to learn theirs. After an early 
dinner, however, with a fresh log upon the hearth, a crusty 
flask of red hermitage before us, Jack and I found ourselves 
alone and at liberty to speak freely together. 

"I scarcely could have expected such would be our meet- 
ing, Jack," said I, " from the way we last parted." 

" Yes, by Jove, Harry, I believe I behaved but shabbily 
to you in that afPair ; but * Love and War,' you know, — 
and, besides, we had a distinct agreement drawn up between 



us." 



^'All true; and, after all, you are perhaps less to blame 
than my own miserable fortune that lies in wait to entrap 
and disappoint me at every turn in life. Tell me, what do 
you know of the Callonbys ? " 

" Nothing personally. We have met them at dinner, a visit 
passed subsequently between us, et voila tout ; they have 
been scenery hunting, picture hunting, and all that sort of 
thing since their arrival, and rarely much in Munich. Bnt 
how do you stand there ? ' To be, or not to be,' eh ? " 

"That is the very question of all others I would fain 
solve, and yet am in most complete ignorance of all about 
it ; but the time approaches which must decide all. I have 
neither temper nor patience for further contemplation of it. 
So here goes : ' Success to the Enterprise.' " 

" Or," said Jack, tossing off his glass at the moment, " or, 
as they would say in Ireland, ' Your health and inclinations, 
if they be virtuous.' " 
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"And now, Jack, tell me something of your own fortunes 
since the day you passed me in the post-chaise and four.'' 

"The story is soon told. You remember that when I 
carried off Mary, I had no intention of leaving England 
whatever; my object was, after mak'ing her my wife, to 
open negotiations with the old Colonel, and after the ap- 
proved routine of penitential letters, imploring forgiveness 
and setting forth happiness only wanting his sanction to 
make it heaven itself, to have thrown ourselves at his feet 
selon les regies^ sobbed, blubbered, blew our noses, and 
dressed for dinner, very comfortable inmates of that par- 
ticularly snug residence, * Hydrabad Cottage.' Now, Mary, 
who behaved with great courage for a couple of days after 
that, got low-spirited and depressed ; the desertion of her 
father, as she called it, weighed upon her mind, and all my 
endeavors to rally and comfort her were fruitless and un- 
availing. Each day, however, I expected to hear something 
of or from the Colonel that would put an end to this feel- 
ing of suspense, — but no, three weeks rolled on ; although 
I took care that he knew of our address, we never received 
any communication. You are aware that when I married 
I knew Mary had, or was to have had, a large fortune, and 
that I myself had not then enough in the world to pay the 
common expenses of our wedding-tour. My calculation was 
this : the reconciliation will possibly, what with delays of 
post, di^nce, and deliberation, take a month, — say five 
weeks; now, at forty pounds per week, that makes exactly 
two hundred pounds, — such being the precise limit of my 
exchequer when, blessed with a wife, a man, and a maid, three 
imperials, a cap-case, and a poodle, I arrived at the Royal 
Hotel in Edinburgh. Had I been Lord Francis Somebody, 
with his hundred thousand a year, looking for a new * dis- 
traction ' at any price, or still more, were I a London shop- 
keeper spending a Sunday in Boulogne-sur-Mer, and trying 
to find out something * expensive, as he had only one day 
to stay,' I could not have more industriously sought out 
opportunities for extravagance ; and each day contrived to 
find out some two or three acquaintances to bring home to 
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dinner. And as I affected to have been married for a long 
time, Mary felt less awkward among strangers, and we got 
on famously ; still, the silence of the Colonel weighed upon 
her mind, and although she partook of none of my anxie- 
ties from that source, being perfectly ignorant of the state 
of my finances, she dwelt so constantly upon this subject 
that I at length yielded to her repeated solicitations an«l 
l)ermitted her to write to her father. Her letter ^was a 
most proper one, combining a dutiful regret for leavin,: 
her home, with the hope that her choice had been such 
as to excuse her rashness, or at least palliate her fault. It 
went to say that her father's acknowledgment of her was 
all she needed or cared for to complete her happiness, and 
asking for his permission to seek it in person. This was 
the substance of the letter, which, upon the whole, satisfied 
me, and I waited anxiously for the reply. At the end of 
five days the answer arrived. It was thus : — 

Dear Mart, — You have chosen your own path iu life, and bar- 
iDg done so, I have neither the right nor inclination to interfere with 
your decision ; I shall neither receive you nor the person you have 
maile your husband ; and to prevent any further disappointment, in- 
form you that as I leave this to-morrow, any future letters you might 
think proper to address will not reach, 

Yours very faithfully, 

C Kamworth. 

HydrabaJ Cottage. 

" This was a tremendous coupy and not in the least antici- 
pated by either of us. Upon me the effect was stunning, 
knowing, as I did, that our fast-diminishing finances were 
nearly expended. Mary, on the other hand, who neither 
knew nor thought of the exchequer, rallied at once from her 
depression, and after a hearty fit of crying, dried her eyes, 
and putting her arm round my neck, said, — 

" ^ Well, Jack, I must only love you the more, since papa 
will not share any of my affection.' 

" * I wish he would his purse, though,' muttered I, as I 
pressed her in my arms and strove to seem perfectly happy. 

" I shall not prolong my story by dwelling upon the agita- 
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tion this letter cost me; however, I had yet a hundred 
pounds left and an aunt in Harley Street, with whom I had 
always been a favorite. This thought — the only rallying 
one I possessed — saved me for the time ; and as fretting was 
never my forte, I never let Mary perceive that anything had 
gone wrong, and managed so well in this respect that my 
good spirits raised hers, and we set out for London one fine 
sunshiny morning as happy a looking couple as ever trav- 
elled the north road. 

** When we arrived at the Clarendon, my first care was 
to get into a cab and drive to Harley Street. I rang the 
bell*, and not waiting to ask if my aunt was at home, I 
dashed upstairs to the drawing-room. In I bolted; and 
instead of the precise old Lady Lilford, sitting at her em- 
broidery, with her fat poodle beside her, beheld a strapping- 
looking fellow, with a black moustache, making fierce love 
to a young lady on the sofa beside him. 

" < Why, how is this ? I really — there must be some 
mistake here.' In my heart I knew that such doings in my 
good aunt's dwelling were impossible. 

" * I should suspect there is, sir,' drawled out he of the 
moustache, as he took a very cool survey of me through his 
glass. 

" ' Is Lady Lilford at home, may I ask ? ' said I, in a very 
apologetic tone of voice. 

" ' 1 have n't the honor of her ladyship's acquaintance,' 
replied he, in a lisp, evidently enjoying my perplexity, which 
was every moment becoming more evident 

" * But this is her house,' said I ; * at least — ' 

" ^ Lady Lilford is at Paris, sir,' said the young lady, who 
now si)okp for the first time. * Papa has taken the house 
for the season, and that may perhaps account for your 
mistake.* 

" What I muttered by way of apology for my intrusion, I 
know not ; but I stammered, the young lady blushed, the 
beau chuckled and turned to the window, and when I found 
myself in the street, I scarcely knew whether to laugh at 
my blunder or curse my disappointment. 
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" The next morning I called upon my aunt's lawyer, and 
having obtained her address in Paris, sauntered to the 
* Junior Club ' to write her a letter before post-hour. As I 
scanned over the morning papers, I could not help smiling 
at the flaming paragraph which announced my marriage ti» 
the only daughter and heiress of the millionnaire Colonel 
Kamworth. Not well knowing how to open the correspon- 
dence with my worthy relative, I folded the paper contain- 
ing the news, and addressed it to < Lady Lilford, Hotel de 
Bristol, Paris.' 

" When I arrived at the Clarendon, I found my wife and 
her maid surrounded by cases and bandboxes ; laces, satins, 
and velvets were displayed on all sides, while an emissary 
from Storr and Mortimer was arranging a g^nd review of 
jewelry on a side-table, one half of which would have 
ruined the Rajah of Mysore to purchase. My advice was 
immediately called into requisition; and pressed into ser- 
vice, I had nothing left for it but to canvass, criticise, and 
praise, between times, which I did with a good grace, con- 
sidering that I anticipated the * Fleet ' for every flounce of 
Valenciennes lace, and could not help . associating a rich 
diamond aigrette with hard labor for life and the climate 
of New South Wales. The utter abstraction I was in letl 
to some awkward contretemps, and as my wife's enthusiasm 
for her purchases increased, so did my revery gain ground. 

" ' Is it not beautiful, Jack ? How delicately worked ! 
It must have taken a long time to do it' 

" ' Seven years,' I muttered, as my thoughts ran upon a 
very different topic. 

"'Oh, no, not so much!' said she, laughing; *and it 
must be such a hard thing to do.' 

"*Not half so hard as carding wool or pounding oyster- 
shells.' 

"*How absurd you are! Well, I'll take this; it will 

look so well in — ' 

" ' Botany Bay,' said I, with a sigh that set all the party 
laughing, which at last roused me and enabled me to join in 
the joke. 
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** As at length one half of the room became filled with 
millinery and the other glittered with jewels and bijouterie^ 
my wife grew weary with her exertions, and we found our- 
selves alone. 

'< When I told her that my aunt had taken up her resi- 
dence in Paris, it immediately occurred to her how pleasant 
it would be to go there too ; and although I concurred in 
the opinion for very different reasons, it was at length de- 
cided that we should do so ; and the only difficulty now ex- 
isted as to the means, as though the daily papers teemed 
with ' four ways to go from London to Paris/ they all re- 
solved themselves into one, and that one, unfortunately, to 
me the most difficult and impracticable, — by money. 

" There was, however, one last resource open, — the sale 
of my commission. I will not dwell upon what it cost me 
to resolve upon this; the determination was a painful one, 
but it was soon come to, and before five o'clock that day. 
Cox and Greenwood had got their instructions to sell out 
for me, and had advanced a thousand pounds of the pur- 
chase. Our bill settled, the waiters bowing to the ground 
(it is your ruined man that is always the most liberal), the 
post-horses harnessed, and impatient for the road, I took 
my place beside my wife, while my valet held a parasol 
over the soubrette in the rumble, — all in the approved 
fashion of those who have an uulimited credit with Coutts 
or Drummond, — the whips cracked, the leaders capered, 
and with a patronizing bow to the proprietor of the Clar- 
endon, away we rattled to Dover. 

" After the usual routine of sea-sickness, fatigue, and 
poisonous cookery, we reached Paris on the fifth day, and 
put up at the Hotel de Londres, Place Vendome. 

'< To have an adequate idea of the state of my feelings as 
I trod the splendid apartments of this princely hotel, sur- 
rounded by every luxury that wealth can procure or taste 
suggest, you must imagine the condition of a man who is 
regaled with a sumptuous banquet on the eve of his execu- 
tion. The inevitable termination to all my present splen- 
dor was never for a moment absent from my thoughts, and 
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the secrecy with which I was obliged to conceal my feeUngs 
formed one of the greatest sources of my misery. 'The 
coup, when it does come, will be sad enough, and poor Mary 
may as well have the comfort of the deception as long as it 
lasts, without suffering as 1 do.' Such was the reasoning: 
by which I met every resolve to break to her the real 
state of our finances, and such the frame of miud in which 
I spent my days at Paris, — the only really unhappy onf> 
I can ever charge my memory with. 

" We had scarcely got settled in the hotel when my aunt, 
who inhabited the opposite side of the Place, caiue over 
to see us and wish us joy. She had seen the paragraph in 
the * Post,' and, like all other people with plenty of money, 
fully approved a match like mine. 

" She was delighted with Mary, and despite the natural 
reserve of the old maiden lady, became actually cordial, and 
invited us to dine with her that day, and every succeeding 
one we might feel disposed to do so. 'So far so well,' 
thought I, as I offered her my arm to see her home ; * but if 
she knew of what value even this small attention is to us, 
am I quite so sure she would offer it ? However, no time is 
to be lost ; I cannot live in this state of hourly agitation ; 1 
must make some one the confidant of my sorrows ; and none 
so fit as she who can relieve as well as advise upon them.' 
Although such was my determination, yet somehow I could 
not pluck up courage for the effort. My aunt's congratula- 
tions upon my good luck made me shrink from the avowal ; 
and while she ran on upon the beauty and grace of my virU^. 
— topics I fully concurred in, — I almost chimed in with 
her satisfaction at the prudential and proper motives which 
led to the match. Twenty times I was on the eve of inter- 
rupting her and saying, ' But, madam, I am a beggar ; mx 
wife has not a shilling j I have absolutely nothing ; her 
father disowns us; my commission is sold; and in three 
weeks the Hotel de Londres and the Palais Royal will be 
some hundred pounds the richer, and I without the fare ol 
a cab to drive me down to the Seine to drown, myself.' 

" Such were my thoughts ; but whenever I endeavored to 
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speak them, some confoanded fulness in my throat nearly 
choked me, my temples throbbed, my hands trembled ; and 
whether it was shame or the sickness of despair, I cannot 
say, but the words would not come, and all that I could get 
out was some flattery of my wife's beauty, or some vapid 
eulogy upon my own cleverness in securing such a prize. 
To give you in one brief sentence an idea of my state, 
Harry, know, then, that though loving Mary with all my 
heart and soul, as 1 felt she deserved to be loved, fifty 
times a day I would have given my life itself that you had 
been the successful man on the morning that I carried her 
off, and that Jack Waller was once more a bachelor, to see 
the only woman he ever loved the wife of another. 

'* But this is growing tedious, Harry ; 1 must get over the 
ground faster. Two months passed over at Paris, during 
which we continued to live at the Londres, giving dinners, 
soireis, dejeuners. With the prettiest equipage in the 
Champs Elysties, we were quite the mode ; for my wife — 
which is rare enough for an Englishwoman — knew how 
to dress herself. Our evening-parties were the most dis- 
tinguished things going, and if I were capable of partaking 
of any pleasure in the eclat, I had my share, having won all 
the pigeon-matches in the Bois de Boulogne, and beat Lord 
Henry Seymour himself in a steeplechase. The continual 
round of occupation in which pleasure involves a man is 
certainly its greatest attraction, — reflection is impossible ; 
the present is too full to admit any of the past, and very 
little of the future ; and even I, with all my terrors await- 
ing me, began to feel a half indifference to the result in the 
manifold cares of my then existence. To this state of fatal- 
ism — for such it was becoming — had I arrived, when the 
vision was dispelled in a moment by a visit from my aunt, 
who came to say that, some business requiring her imme- 
diate presence in London, she was to set out that evening, 
but hoped to find us in Paris on her return. I was thunder- 
struck at the news. Although as yet I had obtained no 
manner of assistance from the old lady, yet I felt that her 
very presence was a kind of security to us, and that in 
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every sudden emergency she was there to apply to. My 
money was nearly expended, the second and last instalment 
of my commission was all that remained, and much of evea 
that I owed to tradespeople. I now resolved to speak oat. 
' The worst must be known,' thought I, * in a few days, and 
now or never be it.' So saying, I drew my aunt's arm 
within my own, and telling her that I wished a few min- 
utes' conversation alone, led her to one of the less fre- 
quented walks in the Tuileries gardens. When we had got 
sufBciently far to be removed from all listeners, I began 
thus : 'My dearest aunt, what I have suffered in concealing 
from you so long the subject of my present confession, will 
plead as my excuse in not making you sooner my confi- 
dant.' When I had got thus far, the agitation of my aunt 
was such that I could not venture to say more for a minute 
or two. At length she said, in a kind of hurried whisper, 
' Go on ; ' and although then I would have given all I pos- 
sessed in the world to have continued, I could not speak a 
word. 

" * Dear John, what is it ? Anything about Mary ? For 
Heaven's sake, speak ! ' 

'^ ' Yes, dearest aunt, it is about Mary, and entirely about 
Mary.' 

" * Ah, dear me ! I feared it long since ; but then, John, 
consider, she is very handsome, very much admired, and — ' 

'''That makes it all the heavier, my dear aunt; the 
prouder her present position, the more severely will she 
feel the reverse.' 

" * Oh ! but surely, John, your fears must exaggerate the 
danger.' 

" ' Nothing of the kind, — I have not words to tell you.' 

" ' Oh, dear, oh, dear ! don't say so,' said the old lady, 
blushing ; * for though I have often remarked a kind of g^y 
flirting manner she has with men, I am sure she means 
nothing by it; she is so young and so — ' 

"1 stopped, stepped forward, and looking straight into 
my aunt's face, broke out into a fit of laughter, so that she, 
mistaking it for hysterical from its violence, nearly fainted 
upon the spot. 
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** As soon as I could sufficiently recover gravity to explain 
to my aunt her mistake, I endeavored to do so; but so 
ludicrous was the contretemps, and so ashamed the old lady 
for her gratuitous suspicions, that she would not listen to 
a word, and begged me to return to her hotel. Such an 
unexpected turn to my communication routed all my plans ; 
and after a very awkward silence of some minutes on both 
sides, 1 mumbled something about her expensive habits of 
life, costly equipage, number of horses, etc., and hinted at 
the propriety of retrenchment. 

" * Mary rides beautifully,' said my aunt, dryly. 

" < Yes ; but, my dear aunt, it was not exactly of that I 
was going to speak, for, in fact — ' 

" * Oh ! John,' said she, interrupting, * I know your deli- 
cacy too well to suspect; but, in fact, 1 have myself per- 
ceived what you allude to, and wished very much to have 
some conversation with you on the subject' 

" * Thank God ! ' said 1 to myself ; * at length we under- 
stand each other, and the ice is broken at last.' 

^' ' Indeed, I think I have anticipated your wish in the 
matter ; but as time presses, and I must look after all my 
packing, I shall say good-by for a few weeks ; and in the 
evening, Jepson, who stays here, will bring you what I mean 
over to your hotel. Once more, then, good by ! ' 

" * Good by, my dearest, kindest friend ! ' said I, taking 
a most tender adieu of the old lady. ' What an excellent 
creature she is!' said I, half aloud, as I turned towards 
home ; 'how considerate, how truly kind, to spare me, too, 
all the pain of explanation. Now I begin to breathe once 
more. If there be a flask of Johannisberg m the Londres, 
I '11 drink your health this day, and so shall Mary.' So 
saying, I entered the hotel with a lighter heart and a firmer 
step than ever it had been my fortune to do hitherto. 

'' ' We shall miss the old lady, I 'm sure, Mary, she is so 
kind' 

'''Oh! indeed she is; but then, John, she is sueh a 
prude.' 

" Now, I could not help recurring in my mind to some of 
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the conversation in the Tuileries gardens, and did not feel 
exactly at ease. 

" ' Such a prude, and so very old-fashioned in her notions/ 

" * Yes, Mary,' said I, with more gravity than she was pre- 
pared for, 'she is a prude; but I am not certain that in 
foreign society, where less liberties are tolerated than in 
our country, such a bearing be not wiser.' What I was 
going to plunge into. Heaven knows ; for the waiter entered 
at the moment, and presenting me with a large and carefully 
sealed package, said, ' De la part de Miladi LUfore.* ' But 
stay, here comes, if I am not mistaken, a better eulc^y 
upon my dear aunt than any I can pronounce.' 

" * How heavy it is,' said I to myself, balancing the par- 
cel in my hand. ' There is no answer,' said I aloud to the 
waiter, who stood as if expecting one. 

'* ' The servant wishes to have some acknowledgment in 
writing, sir, that it has been delivered into your own hands.' 

" ^ Send him here, then,' said I. 

" Jepson entered. * Well, Greorge, your parcel is all right, 
and here is a napoleon to drink my health.' 

"Scarcely had the servants left the room when Mary, 
whose curiosity was fully roused, rushed over and tried to 
get the packet from me. After a short struggle 1 yielded, 
and she flew to the end of the room, and tearing open the 
seals, several papers fell to the ground. Before I could 
have time to snatch them up, she had read some lines writ- 
ten on the envelope, and turning towards me, threw her 
arms round my neck and said, ' Yes, Jack, she is indeed all 
you have said. Look here ! ' 1 turned and read, with what 
feeling I leave to you to guess, the following . — 

Dear Nephew and Niece, — The enclosed will convey to you, 
with my warmest wishes for your happiness, a ticket on the Frank- 
fort Lottery, of which 1 enclose the scheme. 1 also take the oppor- 
tunity of saying that I have purchased the Hungarian pony for Maiy, 
which we spoke of this morning. It is at Johnston's stable, and will 
be delivered on sending for it. 

** * Think of that, Jack, — the Borghese pony, with the 
silky tail, mine ! Oh, what a dear, good old soul ! It was 
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the very thing of all others I longed for, for they told me 
the princess had refused every offer for it.' 

'* While Mary ran on in this strain, I sat mute and stupe- 
fied ; the sudden reverse my hopes had sustained deprived 
me for a moment of all thought, and it was several minutes 
before I could rightly take in the full extent of my mis- 
fortunes. 

" How that crazy old maid — for such, alas ! I called her 
to myself now — could have so blundered all my meaning, 
how she could so palpably have mistaken, I could not con- 
ceive. What a remedy for a man overwhelmed with debt, — 
a ticket in a German lottery and a cream-colored pony ! As 
if my whole life had not been one continued lottery, with 
every day a blank ; and as to horses, I had eleven in my 
stables aJready. Perhaps she thought twelve would read 
better in my schedule, when I, next week, surrendered as 
insolvent.' 

** Unable to bear the delight, the childish delight, of Mary 
on her new acquisition, I rushed out of the house and wan- 
dered for several hours on the Boulevards. At last I sum- 
moned up courage to tell my wife. I once more turned 
towards home and entered her dressing-room, where she 
was having her hair dressed for a ball at the Embassy. My 
resolution failed me. *Not now,' thought I; * to-morrow 
will do as well. One night more of happiness for her, and 
then — ' I looked on with pleasure and pride as ornament 
after ornament, brilliant with diamonds and emeralds, shone 
in her hair and upon her arms, still heightening her beauty 
and lighting up with a dazzling brilliancy her lovely figure. 
' But then it must come, and whenever the hour arrives, the 
reverse will be fully as bitter ; besides, I am able now, and 
when I may again be so, who can tell ? Now then be it,' 
said I as I told the waiting-maid to retire; and taking a 
chair beside my wife, put my arm round her. 

" * There, John, dearest, take care ; don't you see you '11 
crush all that great affair of Malines lace which Rosetta has 
been breaking her heart to manage this half houc ? ' 

'''Etpuisf said L 
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" ' Et puis I could not go to the ball, nau^ty boy. I am 
bent on great conquest to-night; so piay don't mar sucli 
good intentions.' 

" * And would be greatly disappointed were joa not u> 
go?' 

" ' Of course I should. But what do you mean, — is there 
any reason why I should not ? You are silent, John ; speak, 
oh, speak ! Has anything occurred to my — ' 

** ' No, no, dearest ; notldng that I know has occuiTed to 
the Colonel.' 

" ' Well, then, who is it ? Oh, tell me at once ! ' 

<* ' Oh ! my dear, there is no one in the case but ourselyes.' 
So saying, despite the injunction about the lace, I drew her 
towards me, and in as few words, but as clearly as I wa^ 
able, explained all our circumstances, — my endeavor to 
better them, my hopes, my fears, and now my bitter disap- 
pointment, if not despair. 

" The first shock over, Mary showed not only more courage, 
but more sound sense than I could have believed. All the 
frivolity of her former character vanished at the first touch 
of adversity, — just as of old, Harry, we left the tinsel of 
our gay jackets behind when active service called upon us 
for something more sterling. She advised, counselled, and 
encouraged me by turns; and in half an hour the most 
poignant regret I had was in not having sooner made her 
my confidant, and checked the progress of our enormous 
expenditure somewhat earlier. 

*' I shall not detain you much longer. In three weeks we 
had sold our carriages and horses, our pictures (we had be- 
gun this among our extravagances), and soon after our china 
followed ; and under the plea of ill-health we set out for 
Baden, not one among our Paris acquaintances ever sus- 
pecting the real reason of our departure, and never attrib- 
uting any pecuniary difficulties to us, — for we paid our 
debts. 

" The same day we left Paris I despatched a letter to mv 
aunt, explaining fully all about us, and suggesting that as I 
had now left the army forever, perhaps she would interest 
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some of her friends — and she had powerful ones — to do 
something for me. 

" After some little loitering on the Bhine, we fixed upon 
Hesse-Cassel for our residence. It was very quiet, very 
cheap ; the country around picturesque, and last, but not 
least, there was not an Englishman in the neighborhood. 
The second week after our arrival brought us letters from 
my aunt. She had settled four hundred a year upon us for 
the present, and sent the first year in advance ; and pledg- 
ing herself not to forget when an opportunity of serving me 
should offer, promised us a visit as soon as we were ready 
to receive her. 

'* From that moment to this,'' said Jack, '' all has gone 
well with us. We have, it is true, not many luxuries, but 
we have no wants, and, better still, no debts. The dear old 
aunt is always making us some little present or other, and 
somehow I have a kind of feeling that better luck is still in 
store. But faith, Harry, as long as I have a happy home 
and a warm fireside for a friend when he drops in upon me, 
I scarcely can say that better luck need be wished for." 

" There is only one point, Jack, you have not enlightened 
me upon, — how came you here ? You are some hundred 
miles from Hesse in your present chateau." 

'* Oh ! by Jove, that was a great omission in my narra- 
tive ; but come, this will explain it. See here." So saying, 
he drew from a little drawer a large lithographic print of a 
magnificent castellated building, with towers and bastions, 
keep, moat, and even drawbridge, the walls bristling with 
cannon, and an eagled banner floating proudly above them. 

" What, in the name of the sphinxes, is this ? " 

" There," said Jack, " is the Schloss von Eberhausen, or, 
if you like it in English, Eberhausen Castle, as it was in the 
year of the Deluge ; since the present mansion that we are 
now sipping our wine in bears no close resemblance to it. 
But to make the mystery clear, this was the great prize in 
the Frankfort lottery, the ticket of which my aunt's first 
note contained, and which we were fortunate enough to win. 
We have only been here a few weeks ; and though the affair 
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looks somewhat meagre, we have hopes that in a little time, 
and with some pains, much may be done to make it habita- 
ble. There is a capital chasse of some hundred acres, plenty 
of wood and innumerable rights, seignorial, manorial, etc. 
which, fortimately for my neighbors, I neither understand 
nor care for ; and we are therefore the best friends in the 
world. Among others, I am styled the Graf, or Count — ^ 

" Well, then. Monsieur le Comte," said his wife, coming 
in, " do you intend favoring me with your company at coffee 
this evening ? For already it is ten o'clock ; and consider- 
ing my former claim upon Mr. Lorrequer, you have let me 
enjoy very little of his society." 

We now adjourned to the drawing-room, where we gos- 
sipped away till past midnight ; and I retired to my room, 
meditating over Jack's adventures, and praying in my 
heart that, despite all his mischances, my own might end 
as happily. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 



MUNICH. 



Thb rest and quietness of the preceding day had so far 
recovered me from the effects of my accident that I re- 
solved, as soon as breakfast was over, to take leave of my 
kind friends and set out for Munich. 

"We shall meet to-night, Harry," said Waller, as we 
parted, — " we shall meet at the Casino ; and don't forget 
that the Croix Blanche is your hotel, and Schnetz, the 
tailor in the Grande Place, will provide you with every- 
thing you need in the way of dress." 

This latter piece of information was satisfactory, inas- 
much as the greater part of my luggage, containing my 
uniform, etc., had been left in the French diligence; and 
as the ball was patronized by the court, I was greatly puz- 
zled how to make my appearance. 

Bad roads and worse horses made me feel the few leagues 
before me the most tiresome part of my journey. But of 
course in this feeling impatience had its share. A few 
hours more, and my fate would be decided; and yet I 
thought the time would never come. "If the Callonbys 
should not arrive ; if, again, my evil star be in the ascend- 
ant, and any new impediment to our meeting arise — But 
I cannot, will not, think this ; Fortune must surely be tired 
of persecuting me by this time, and, even to sustain her old 
character for fickleness, must befriend me now. Ah ! here 
we are in Munich, and this is the Croix Blanche. What a 
dingy old mansion ! " 

Beneath a massive porch, supported by heavy stone pil- 
lars, stood the stout figure of Andreas Behr, the host. A 
white napkin, fastened in one button-hole and hanging 
gracefully down beside him, a soup-ladle held sceptre-wise 
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iu his right hand, and the grinding motion of his nether 
jaw, all showed that he had risen from his table d'hote to 
welcome the new arrival ; and certainly, if noise and aproar 
might explain the phenomenon, the clatter of my equipage 
over the pavement might have roused the dead.- 

While my postilion was endeavoring by mighty efforts, 
with a heavy stone, to turn the handle of the door, and 
thus liberate me from my cage, I perceived that the host 
came forward and said something to him; on replying to 
which, he ceased his endeavors to open the door, and looked 
vacantly about him. Upon this I threw down the sash 
and called out, — 

" I sa}^ is not this the Croix Blanche ?" 

'' e/a," said the man-mountain with the napkin. 

''Well, then, open the door, pray; I'm going to stop 
here." 

''No! What do you mean by that? Has not Lord 
Gallonby engaged rooms here?" 

"Ja." 

" Well, then, I am a particular friend of his, and will stay 
here too." 

" Neinr 

" What the devil are you at, with your Ja and Nein t " 
said I. '^ Has your confounded tongue nothing better than 
a monosyllable to reply with ? " 

Whether disliking the tone the controversy was assum- 
ing, or remembering that his dinner waited, I know not; 
but at these words my fat friend turned leisurely round and 
waddled back into the house, where, in a moment after, 1 
had the pleasure of beholding him, at the head of a long 
table, distributing viands with a very different degree of 
activity from what he displayed in dialogue. 

With one vigorous jerk I dashed open the door, upsetting 
at the same time the poor postilion, who had recommenced 
his operations on the lock, and, foaming with passion, strode 
into the salle a manger. Nothing is such an immediate 
damper to any sudden explosion of temper as the placid and 
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unconcerned faces of a number of people who, ignorant of 
yourself and your peculiar miseries at the moment, seem 
only to regard you as a madman. This I felt strongly as, 
flushed in face and tingling m my fingers, I entered the 
room. 

"Take my luggage," said I to a gaping waiter, ''and 
place a chair there, do you hear ? *' 

There seemed, I suppose, something in my looks that did 
not admit of much parley ; for the man made room for me 
at once at the table, and left the room, as if to discharge 
the other part of my injunction, without saying a word. 
As I arranged my napkin before me, I was collecting my 
energies and my German, as well as I was able, for the 
attack of the host, which, I anticipated from his recent 
conduct, must now ensue ; but, greatly to my surprise, he 
sent me my soup without a word, and the dinner went on 
without any interniption. When the dessert had made its 
appearance, I beckoned the waiter towards me, and asked 
what the landlord meant by his singular reception of me. 
The man shrugged his shoulders and raised his eyebrows 
without speaking, as if to imply, " It 's his way." 

" Well, then, no matter," said I. " Have you sent my 
luggage upstairs ? " 

"No, sir, there is no room, — the house is full." 

" The house full ? Confound it, this is too provoking ! 
I have most urgent reasons for wishing to stay here. Can- 
not you make some arrangement ? See about it, waiter." 
I here slipped a napoleon into the fellow's hand, and hinted 
that as much more awaited the finale of the negotiation. 

In about a minute after, I perceived him behind the host's 
chair pleading my cause with considerable energy ; but to 
my complete chagrin I heard the other answer all his elo- 
quence by a loud " iVetn," that he grunted out in such a 
manner as closed the conference. 

" I cannot succeed, sir," said the man as he passed behind 
me; "but don't leave the house till I speak with you 
again." 

^ What confounded mystery is there in all this ? " thought 
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I. '^ Is there anything so suspicious in my look or appear- 
ance that the old bear in the fur-cap will not even admit 
me ? What can it all mean ? One thing I 'm resolved apon, 
nothing less than force shall remove me." 

So saying, I lit my cigar, and in order to give the waiter 
an opportunity of conferring with me unobserved by his 
master, walked out into the porch and sat down. 

In a few minutes he joined me, and after a stealthy 
look on each side, said, — 

" The Herr Andreas is a hard man to deal with, and when 
he says a thing, never goes back of it. Now, he has been 
expecting the new English Charge d'AfEaires here these last 
ten days, and has kept the hotel half empty in consequence ; 
and as Milor Callonby has engaged the other half, why we 
have nothing to do ; so that when he asked the postilion if 
you were milor, and found that you were not, he determined 
not to admit you." 

" But why not have the civility to explain that ? " 

'' He seldom speaks, and when he does, only a word or 
two at a time. He is quite tired with what he has gone 
through to-day, and will retire very early to bed ; and for 
this reason I have requested you to remain, for as he never 
ventures upstairs, I will then manage to give you one of the 
ambassador's rooms, which, even if he come, he'll never 
miss. So that ' if you keep quiet, and do not attract any 
particular attention towards you, all will go well." 

This advice seemed so reasonable that I determined to 
follow it, any inconvenience being preferable, provided I 
could be under the same roof with my beloved Jane ; and 
from the waiter's account, there seemed no doubt whatever 
of their arrival that evening. In order, therefore, to follow 
his injunctions to the letter, I strolled out towards the Place 
in search of the tailor, and also to deliver a letter from Wal- 
ler to the chamberlain to provide me with a card for the 
ball. Monsieur Sehnetz, who was the very pinnacle of po> 
liteness, was nevertheless, in fact, nearly as untractable as 
my host of the Cross. All his people were engaged in pre- 
paring a suit for the English Charg^ d'Affaires, whose trunks 
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had been sent in a wrong direction, and who had despatched 
a courier from Frankfort to order a uniform. This second 
thwarting, and from the same source, so nettled me that I 
greatly fear all my respect for the Foreign Office, and those 
who live thereby, would not have saved them from some- 
thing most unlike a blessing, had not Monsieur Schnetz 
saved diplomacy from such desecration by saying that if I 
could content myself with a plain suit, such as civilians 
wore, he would do his endeavor to accommodate me. 

" Anything, Monsieur Schnetz ; dress me like the Pope's 
Nuncio or the Lord Mayor of London, if you like, but only 
enable me to go." 

Although my reply did not seem to convey a very exalted 
idea of my taste in costume to the worthy artist, it at least 
evinced my anxiety for the ball ; and running his measure 
over me, he assured me that the dress he would provide was 
both well-looking and becoming ; adding, ^* At nine o'clock, 
sir, you '11 have it, — exactly the same size as his Excellency 
the Charge d' Affaires." 

" Confound the Charge d' Affaires ! " I added, and left the 
house. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 



INN AT MUNICH. 



As I had never been in Munich before, I strolled about 
the town till dusk. At that time the taste of the king had 
not enriched the capital with the innumerable objects of 
art which render it now second to none in £urope. There 
were, indeed, then but few attractions, — narrow streets, 
tall, unarchitectural-looking houses, and gloomy, onimpres- 
sive churches. Tired of this, I turned towards my inn, 
wondering in my mind if Antoine had succeeded In procur- 
ing me the room, or whether I should be obliged to seek mv 
lodging elsewhere. Scarcely had I entered the porch when 
I found him awaiting my arrival, candle in hand. He con- 
ducted me at once up the wide oaken stair, then along the 
gallery, into a large wainscoted room with a most capacious 
bed. A cheerful wood fire burned and crackled away in 
the grate, the cloth was already spread for supper (remem- 
ber, it was in Grermany), the newspapers of the day were 
placed before me, and in a word, every attention showed 
that I had found the true avenue to Antoine's good graces, 
who now stood bowing before me, in apparent ecstasy at 
his own cleverness. 

" All very well done, Antoine ; and now for supper. Order 
it yourself for me, — I never can find my way in a Grerman 
Speisekarte ; and be sure to have a fiacre here at nine, — 
nine precisely." 

Antoine withdrew, leaving me to my own reflections, 
which now, if not gloomy, were still of the most anxious 
kind. 

Scarcely was the supper placed upon the table, when a 
tremendous tramping of horses along the street, and loud 
cracking of whips, announced a new arrival. 
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" Here they are ! " said I, as, springing up, I upset the 
soup and nearly threw the roti into Antoine's face as he was 
putting it before me. 

Downstairs I rushed through the hall, pushing aside 
waiters and overturning chambermaids In my course. The 
carriage was already at the door. "Now for a' surprise," 
thought I, as I worked through the crowd In the porch^ and 
reached the door just as the steps were clattered down, and 
a gentleman began to descend, whom twenty expectant 
voices, now informed of his identity, welcomed as the new 
Charge d' Affaires. 

"May all the—" 

What I wished for his Excellency it would not be polite 
to repeat, nor most discreet even to remember ; but, certes, 
I mounted the stairs with as little goodwill towards the 
envoy extraordinary as was consistent with due loyalty. 

When once more in my room, I congratulated myself that 
now at least no more " false starts " could occur ; " The 
eternal Charge d' Affaires, of whom I have been hearing 
since my arrival, cannot come twice. He is here now, and 
I hope I 've done with him." 

The supper — some greasiness apart — was good, the 
wine excellent My spirits were gradually rising, and I 
paced my room in that mingled state of hope and fear that, 
amid all its anxieties, has such moments of ecstasy. A new 
noise without, — some rabble in the street ; hark ! it comes 
nearer, — I hear the sound of wheels; yes, there go the 
horses, — nearer and nearer. Ah ! it is dying away again 
— stay — yes, yes, here it is, here they are! The noise 
and tumult without now increased every instant, the heavy 
trot of six or eight horses shook the very street, and I heard 
the round, dull, rumbling sound of a heavy carriage as it 
drew up at last at the door of the inn. Why it was, I know 
not, but this time I could not stir ; my heart beat almost 
loud enough for me to hear, my temples throbbed, and 
then a cold and clammy perspiration came over me, and 
I sank into a chair. Fearing that I was about to faint, 
sick as I was, I felt angry with myself, and tried to rally, 
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but could not, and only at length was roused by hearing 
that the steps were let down, and shortly after, the tread 
of feet coming along the gallery towards my room. 

«* They are coming, — she is coming," thought I. " Xow 
then for my doom ! " 

There was some noise of voices outside. I listened, for 
I still felt unable to rise. The talking grew louder ; doors 
were opened and shut ; then came a lull ; then more slam- 
ming of doors and more talking ; then all was still again ; 
and at last I heard the steps of people as if retiring, and 
in a few minutes after, the carriage-door was jammed to, 
and again the heavy tramp of the horses rattled over the 
pav4. At this instant Antoine entered. 

" Well, Antoine," said 1, in a voice trembling with weak- 
ness and agitation, — " well, who has arrived ? " 

" It was his Grace the Grand Mardchal," said Antoine, 
scarcely heeding my question, in the importance of the 
illustrious visitor who had come. 

" Ah ! the Grand Mar^chal," said I, carelessly ; " does he 
live here ? " 

^^ Sappertnint, nein^ mein Herr ; but he has just been 
to pay his respects to his Excellency the new Charge 
d'Affaires." 

In the name of all patience, I ask, who could endure this ? 
From the hour of my arrival I am haunted by this one 
image, — the Charge d' Affaires. For him I have been al- 
most condemned to go houseless and naked ; and now the 
most sacred feelings of my heart are subject to his influ- 
ence. I walked up and down in an agony. " Another such 
disappointment, and my brain will turn," thought I ; " and 
they may write my epitaph, — ^ Died of love and a Charge 
d'Affaires.* " 

" It is time to dress," said the waiter. 

"T could strangle him with my own hands," nuttered I, 
worked up into a real heat by the excitement of ray passion. 

'' The Chargd — " 

" Say that name again, villain, and I '11 blow your brains 
out," cried I, seizing Antoine by the throat and pinning him 
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against the wall ; '< only dare to mutter it, and you'll never 
breathe another syllable." 

The poor fellow grew green with terror, and fell upon 
his knees before me. 

" Get my dressing things ready," said I, in a more sub- 
dued tone. " I did not mean to terrify you, — but beware 
of what I told you." 

While Antoine occupied himself with the preparations 
for my toilet, I sat broodingly over the wood embers, think- 
ing of my fate. 

A knock came to the door. It was the tailor's servant 
with my clothes. He laid down the parcel and retired, 
while Antoine proceeded to open it and exhibit before me 
a blue uniform with embroidered collar and cuffs, — the 
whole, without being gaudy, being sufficiently handsome^ 
and quite as showy as I could wish. 

The poor waiter expressed his unqualified approval of 
the costume, and talked away about the approaching ball as 
something pre-eminently magnificent. 

" You had better look after the fiacre^ Antoine," said I ; 
" It is past nine." 

He walked towards the door, opened it, and then turning 
round, said, in a kind of low, confidential whisper, pointing, 
with the thumb of his left hand, towards the wall of the room 
as he spoke, — 

** He won't go ; vpry strange that." 

" Whom do you mean ? " said I, quite unconscious of the 
allusion. 

** The Charge d'Aff — " 

I made one spring at him ; but he slammed the door to, 
and before I could reach the lobby, I heard him rolling 
from top to bottom of the oak staircase, making noise 
enough in his fall to account for the fracture of every bone 
in his body. 



CHAPTER XXX. 



THE BALL. 



As I was informed that the King would himself be pres- 
ent at the bally I knew that court etiquette required that 
the company should arrive before his Majesty; and al- 
though at every minute I expected the arrival of the Cal- 
lonbys, I dared not defer my departure any longer. 

"They are certain to be at the ball," said Waller; and 
that sentence never left my mind. 

So saying, I jumped into the fiacrej and in a few minutes 
found myself in the long line of carriages that led to the 
Hofsaal. Any one who has been in Munich will testify 
for me that the ball-room is one of the most beautiful in 
Europe ; and to me, who for some time had not been living 
much in the world, its splendor was positively dazzling. 
The glare of the chandeliers, the clang of the music, the 
magnificence of the dresses, the beauty of the Bavarian 
women, too, all surprised and amazed me. There were 
several hundred people present, but the Ring not having yet 
arrived, dancing had not commenced. Feeling as I did 
then, it was rather a relief to me than otherwise that I 
knew no one. There was quite amusement enough in walk- 
ing through the saloons, observing the strange costumes, 
and remarking the various groups as they congregated 
around the trays of ices and the champagne frapp^. The 
buzz of talking and the sounds of laughter and merriment 
prevailed over even the orchestra ; and as the gay crowds 
paraded the rooms, all seemed pleasure and excitement. 
Suddenly a tremendous noise was heard without; then 
came a loud roll of the drums, which lasted for several 
seconds, and the clank of musketry ; then a cheer, — it is 
the King. 
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''The King!" resounded on all sides; and in another 
moment the folding-doors at the end of the Saal were 
thrown open, and the music struck up the national anthem 
of Bavaria. 

His Majesty entered, accompanied by the Queen, his 
brother, two or three archduchesses, and a long suite of 
officers. 

1 could not help remarking upon the singular good taste 
with which the assembly — all anxious and eager to catch a 
glimpse of his Majesty — behaved on this occasion. There 
was no pressing forward to the estrade where he stood, no 
vulgar curiosity evinced by any one, but the groups con- 
tinued, as before, to gather and scatter ; the only difference 
being that the velvet chair and cushion, which had attracted 
some observers before, were, now that they were tenanted 
by royalty, passed with a deep and resj)ectful salutation. 
" How proper this," thought I, " and what an inducement 
for a monarch to come among his people, who remember to 
receive him with such true politeness!" While these 
thoughts were passing through my mind, and I was leaning 
against a pillar that supported the gallery of the orchestra, 
a gentleman whose dress, covered with gold and embroid- 
ery, bespoke him as belonging to the court, eyed me with 
his lorgnette, and then passed rapidly on. A quadrille was 
now forming near me, and I was watching, with some inter- 
est, the proceeding, when the same figure that 1 remarked 
before, approached me, bowing deeply at every step, and 
shaking a halo of powder from his hair at each reverence. 

" May I take the liberty of introducing myself to you ? " 
said he. " Le Comte Benningsen." Here he bowed again, 
and I returned the obeisance still deeper. " Eegret much 
that I was not fortunate eno«gh to make your acquaintance 
this evening when I called upon you," said he, with another 
salutation. 

** Never heard of that," said I to myself. 

'* Your Excellency arrived this evening ? " 

" Yes," said I ; ** only a few hours since." 

''How fond these Germans are of titles!" thought L 

▼OL. II —17 
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Remembering that in Vienna every one is " his Grace,*" I 
thought it might be Bavarian politeness to call every oce 
" his Excellency." 

" You have not been presented I believe ? " 

" Xo/' said I ; ** but I hope to take an early opportonitr 
of paying nies hammages to his Majesty." 

"I have just received his orders to present you now,'' 
replied he, with another bow. 

"The devil you have I" thought I. "How very civil 
that ! " And although I had heard innumerable anecdot<r> 
of the free-and-easy habits of the Bavarian court, this cer- 
tainly surprised me, so that I actually, to prevent a blundrr. 
said : " Am I to understand you, Monsieur le Comte, tiu*: 
his Majesty was graciously pleased — " 

" If you will follow me," replied the courtier, motioning 
with his chapeau ; and in another moment I was elbowing: 
my way through the mob of marquises and duchesses on my 
way to the raised platform where the King was standing. 

" Heaven grant I have not misunderstood all he has been 
saying!" was my last thought as the crowd of courtiers 
fell back on either side, and I found myself before his 
Majesty. How the Grand Mar^chal entitled me, I bear! 
not ; but when the King addressed me immediately in Eng- 
lish, saying, "I hope your Excellency has had a go^>i 
journey?" I said to myself, "Come, there is no mistake 
here, Harry ; and it is only another freak of fortune, wL.' 
is now in good-humor with you." 

The King, who was a fine, tall, well-built man, with i 
large, bushy moustache, possessed, though not handsome, u 
most pleasing expression; his utterance was very rapi'. 
and his English none of the best, so that it was ivith th^ 
greatest difficulty I contrived to follow his questions, whi.L 
came thick as hail upon me. After some commonpLiu^^ 
about the roads, the weather, and the seasons, his Majestr 
said, — 

"My Lord Gallon by has been residing some time hen». 
You know him ? " And then, not waiting for a replv, 
added : ^ Pleasant person ; well informed ; like him much. 
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and his daughters too, — how handsome they are ! " 
Here I blushed, and felt most awkward, while the King 
continued, — 

''Hope they will remain some time, — quite an ornament 
to our court. Monsieur le Comte, his Excellency will 
dance." 

I here muttered an apology about my sprained ankle, and 
the king turned to converse with some of the ladies of the 
court. His Majesty's notice brought several persons now 
around me, who introduced themselves ; and in a quarter of 
an hour I felt myself surrounded by acquaintances, each 
vying with the other in showing me attention. 

" Worse places than Munich, Master Harry ! " thought I, 
as I chaperoned a fat duchess, with fourteen quarterings, 
towards the refreshment-room, and had just accepted invi- 
tations enough to occupy me three weeks in advance. 

" I have been looking everywhere for your Excellency," 
said the Grand Marshal, bustling his way to me, breathless 
and panting. '' His Majesty desires you will make one of 
his party at whist ; so pray come at once." 

" Figaro qua, Figaro laj^^ muttered I ; " never was man 
in such request. Heaven grant the whole royal family of 
Bavaria be not mad, for this looks very like it ! Lady Jane 
had better look sharp, for I have only to throw my eyes on 
an archduchess, to be king of the Bavarian Tyrol some fine 
morning." 

" You play whist, of course, — every Englishman does," 
said the King. " You shall be my partner." 

Our adversaries were the Prince Maximilian, brother to 
his Majesty, and the Prussian ambassador. As I sat down 
at the table, I could not help saying in my heart, " Now is 
j'our time, Harry ; if my Lord Callonby should see you, 
your fortune is made." Waller passed at this moment, and 
as he saluted the King I saw him actually start with amaze- 
ment as he beheld me. '^ Better fun this than figuring in 
the yellow plush, Master Jack," I muttered, as he passed 
on, actually thunderstruck with amazement. But the game 
was begun, and I was obliged to be attentive. We won the 
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first game, and the King was in immense good-humor as be 
took some franc-pieces from the Prussian minister, ^vrbo, 
small as the stake was, seemed not to relish losing. His 
Majesty now complimented me upon my play, and was 
about to add something, when he perceived some one in the 
crowd, and sent an aide-de-camp for him. 

"Ah, my lord, we expected you earlier!" and then said 
some words in too low a tone for me to hear, motioning 
towards me as he spoke. 

If Waller was surprised at seeing me where I was, it was 
nothing to the effect produced upon the present party, 
whom I now recognized as Lord Callonby. Bespect for 
the presence we were in restrained any expression on 
either side, and a more ludicrous tableau than we pre- 
sented can scarcely be conceived. What I would have 
given that the whist party was over, I need not say ; and 
certainly his Majesty's eulogy upon my play came to<.» 
soon, for I was now so discomposed, my eyes wandering 
from the table to see if Lady Jane was near, that I lost 
every trick, and finished by revoking. The King rose half 
pettishly, observing that " His Excellency seems fatigued ; " 
and I rushed forward to shake hands with Lord CaUonbr, 
totally forgetting the royal censure in my delight at dis- 
covering my friend. 

" Lorrequer, I am indeed rejoiced to see you. And when 
did you arrive ? " 

" This evening." 

" This evening ! and how the deuce have you contrived 
already, eh ? Why, you seem quite at home here ! " 

" You shall hear all,'* said I, hastily ; " but is Lady Cal- 
lonby here ? " 

" No. Kilkee only is with me, — there he is, figuranting 
away in a galop. The ladies were too tired to come, par- 
ticularly as they dine at court to-morrow ; the fatigue would 
be too great" 

" I have his Majesty's order to invite your Excellency to 
dinner to-morrow,'* said the Grand Marechal, coming up at 
this instant. 
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I bowed my acknowledgments, and turned again to Lord 
Callonby, whose surprise now seemed to have reached the 
climax. 

" Why, Lorrequer, I never heard of this ! When did you 
adopt this new career ? " 

Not understanding the gist of the question, and conceiv- 
ing that it applied to my success at court, I answered at 
random something about << falling upon my legs, good luck,'' 
etc., and once more returned to the charge, inquiring most 
anxiously for Lady Callonby's health. 

'<AhI she is tolerably well. Jane is the only invalid; 
but then we hope Italy will restore her." 

Just at this instant Kilkee caught my eye, and rushing 
over from his place beside his partner, shook me by both 
hands, saying, — 

<' Delighted to see you here, Lorrequer; but as I can't 
stay now, promise to sup with me to-night at the Cross." 

I accepted, of course, and the next instant he was whirl- 
ing along in his waltz with one of the most lovely Grermau 
girls I ever saw. Lord Callonby saw my admiration of her, 
and as it were replying to my gaze, remarked, — 

" Yes, very handsome indeed ; but really Kilkee is going 
too far with it. I rely very much upon you to reason him 
out of his folly ; and we have all agreed that you have most 
influence over him, and are most likely to be listened to 
patiently." 

Here was a new character assigned me, — the confi- 
dential friend and adviser of the family, trusted with a 
most delicate and important secret, likely to bring me into 
most intimate terms of intercourse with them all ; for the 
" we " of Lord Callonby bespoke a family consultation, in 
w^hich I was deputed as the negotiator. I at once promised 
my assistance, saying at the same time that if Kilkee really 
was strongly attached, and had also reason to suppose that 
the lady liked him, it was not exactly fair, — that, in short, 
if the matter had gone beyond flirtation, any interference 
of mine would be imprudent, if not impertinent. Lord 
Callonby smiled slightly as he replied, — 
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*' Quite right, Lorrequer. I am just as much against con- 
straint as yourself, if only no great barriers exist ; but here, 
with a difference of religion, country, language, habits, in 
fact everything that can create disparity, the thing is not 
to be thought of." 

I suspected that his Lordship read in my partial defence 
of Kilkee a slight attempt to prop up my own case, and 
I felt confused and emlMirrassed beyond measure at the 
detection. 

" Well, we shall have time enough for all this. Now let 
us hear something of my old friend Sir Guy. How is he 
looking ? " 

" I am unfortunately unable to give you any account of 
him. I left Paris the very day before he was expected to 
arrive there." 

" Oh ! then I have all the news myself in that case ; for 
in his letter, which I received yesterday, he mentions that 
we are not to expect him before Tuesday." 

" Expect him ! Is he coming here then ? " 

" Yes. Why, I thought you were aware of that. He has 
been long promising to pay us a visit ; and at last, by great 
persuasion, we have succeeded in getting him across the sea, 
— and, indeed, were it not that he was coming, we should 
have been in Florence before this." 

A gleam of hope shot through my heart as I said to my- 
self, " What can this visit mean ? " and the moment after, I 
felt sick, almost fainting, as I asked if my Cousin Guy was 
also expected. 

"Oh, yes! We shall want him, I should think," said 
Lord Callonby, with a very peculiar smile. 

I thought I should have fallen at these few words. 
" Come, Harry," thought I, " it is better to learn your fate 
at once. Now or never ; death itself were preferable to this 
continued suspense. If the blow is to fall, it can scarcely 
sink me lower than I now feel." So reasoning, I laid my 
hand upon Lord Callonby's arm, and with a face pale as 
death, and a voice all but inarticulate, said, — 

" My lord, you will pardon, I am sure — " 
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" My dear Lorrequer," said his Lordship, interrupting me, 
"for Heaven's sake sit down. How ill you are looking! 
We must nurse you, my poor fellow." 

I sank upon a bench, the light danced before my eyes, 
the clang of the music sounded like the roar of a waterfall, 
and I felt a cold perspiration burst over my face and fore- 
head. At the instant I recognized Kilkee's voice, and 
without well knowing why or how, discovered myself in 
the open air. 

" Come, you are better now," said Kilkee, " and will be 
quite well when you get some supper and a little of the 
tokay his Majesty has been good enough to send us." 

" His Majesty desires to know if his Excellency is bet- 
ter," said an aide-de-camp. 

I muttered my most grateful acknowledgments. 

" One of the court carriages is in waiting for your Excel- 
lency," said a venerable old gentleman in a tie-wig, whom I 
recognized as the Minister for Foreign Affairs, as he added, 
in a lower tone, to Lord Callonby, "I fear he has been 
greatly overworked lately. His exertions on the subject of 
the Greek Loan are well known to his Majesty." 

" Indeed ! " said Lord Callonby, with a start of surprise ; 
" I never heard of that before." 

If it had not been for that start of amazement, I should 
have died of terror. It was the only thing that showed me 
I was not out of my senses, which I now concluded the old 
gentleman must be ; for I had never heard of the Greek 
Loan in my life before. 

" Farewell ! mon cher colUgue,^^ said the venerable minis- 
ter as I got into the carriage, wondering, as well I might, 
what singular band of brotherhood united one of his Ma- 
jesty's 4-th with the Minister for Foreign Affairs of the 
Court of Bavaria. 

When I arrived at the White Cross I found my nerves, 
usually proof to anything, so shaken and shattered that, 
fearing, with the difficult game before me, any mistake, 
however trivial^ might mar all my fortunes forever, I said 
a " good-night " to my friends and went to bed. 



CHAPTER XXXL 



A DISCOTEKY. 



'' A NOTE for Monsieur/' said the waiter, awaking me at 
the same time from the soundest sleep and the most delight- 
ful dream. The billet was thus : — 

If your '' Excellency " does not intend to slumber daring the next 
twenty-four hours, it might be as well to remember that we are wait- 
ing bieakSast. Ever yours, 



''It is true, then," said I, following up the delusion of my 
dream, — *' it is true I am really domesticated once more 
with the Callonbys ; my suit is prospering, and at length 
the long-sought, long-hoped-for moment is come — " 

" Well, Harry,'* said Kilkee, as he dashed open the door, 
— " well, Harry, how are you ? Better than last night, I 
hope ? " 

"Oh, yes, considerably! In fact, I can't think what 
could have been the matter with me ; but I felt confound- 
edly uncomfortable." 

" You did ! Why, man, what can you mean ? Was it 
not a joke ? " 

" A joke I " said I, with a start. 

" Yes, to be sure. I thought it was only the sequel of the 
other humbug." 

" ' The sequel of the other humbug ! ' Gracious merey ! ^ 
thought I, getting pale with horror, " is it thus he ventures 
to designate my attachment to his sister ? " 

" Come, come, it 's all over now. What Ihe devil could 
have persuaded you to push the thing so far ? " 
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<' Really, I am so completely in the dark as to your mean- 
ing that I only get deeper in the mystery by my chance 
replies. What do you mean ? " 

*< What do I mean ? Why, the affair of last night, of 
course. All Munich is full of it ; and most fortunately for 
you, the King has taken it all in the most good-hiunored 
way, and laughs more than any one else about it." 

** Oh I then," thought I, " I must have done or said some- 
thing last night, during my illness, that I can't remember 
now. — Come, Kilkee, out with it. What happened last 
night that lias served to amuse the good people of Munich ? 
For as I am a true man, I forget all you are alluding to." 

" And don't remember the Greek Loan, eh ? " 

« The Greek Loan ? " 

'^Aud your Excellency's marked reception by his Ma- 
jesty ? By Jove ! though, it was the rarest piece of impu- 
dence I ever heard of; hoaxing a crowned head, quizzing 
one of the Lord's anointed, is unpeu trap fort" 

^* If you really do not wish to render me insane at once, 
for the love of mercy say, in plain terms, what all this 
means." 

*' Come, come, I see you are incorrigible : but as break- 
fast is waiting all this time, you shall have your explana- 
tions below stairs." 

Before I had time for another question, Kilkee passed his 
arm within mine and led me along the corridor, pouring out, 
the entire time, a whole rhapsody about the practical joke 
of my late illness, which he was pleased to say would ring 
from one end of Europe to the other. 

Lord Callonby was alone in the breakfast-room when we 
entered, and the moment he perceived me, called out, — 

" Eh, Lorrequer, you here still ? Why, man, I thought 
you 'd have been over the frontier early this morning." 

" Indeed, my lord ! I am not exactly aware of any ur- 
gent reason for so rapid a flight." 

" You are not ? The devil you are not ! Why, you must 
surely have known his Majesty to be the best-tempered man 
in his dominions, then, or you would never have played off 
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such a ruse, — though, I must say, there never was anything 
better done. Old Ueldersteen, the Minister for Foreign 
Affairs, is nearly deranged this morning about it. It seems 
that he was the first that fell into the trap. But, seriooslj 
speaking, I think it would be better if you got away from 
this. The King, it is true, has behaved with the best pos- 
sible good feeling, but — " 

" My lord, I have a favor to ask, perhaps — indeed, in all 
likelihood — the last I shall ever ask of your Lordship ; it 
is this : What are you alluding to all this while ? and for 
what especial reason do you suggest my immediate depar- 
ture from Munich ? " 

'< Bless my heart and soul! you surely cannot mean to 
carry the thing on any farther ? You never can intend to 
assume your ministerial functions by daylight ? " 

" My what ? — my ministerial functions ? " 

'< Oh, no I that were too much, even though his Majesty 
did say that you were the most agreeable diplomatist he had 
met for a long time." 

"la diplomatist ! " 

" You, certainly ! Surely you cannot be acting now ! 
Why, gracious mercy, Lorrequer ! can it be possible that you 
were not doing it by design ? Do you really not know in 
what character you appeared last night ? " 

" If in any other than that of Harry Lorrequer, my lord, 
I pledge my honor I am ignorant." 

" Nor the uniform you wore, — don't you know what it 
meant ? " 

" The tailor sent it to my room." 

" Why, by Jove ! this will kill me ! " said Lord Gallon- 
by, bursting into a fit of laughter, in which Kilkee, a hither- 
to silent spectator of our colloquy, joined to such an extent 
that I thought he might burst a blood-vessel. " Why, man, 
you went as the Charge d' Affaires." 

" I the Charge d' Affaires ! " 

<*That you did, and a most successful d4but yon made 
of it." 

While shame and confusion covered me from head to foot 
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at the abeurd and ludicrous blunder I had been guilty of, 
the sense of the ridiculous was so strong in me that I fell 
upon a sofa and laughed on with the others for full ten 
minutes. 

" Your Excellency is, I am rejoiced to find, in good 
spirits," said Lady Callonby, entering, and presenting her 
hand. 

'^ He is so glad to have arranged the Greek Loan," said 
Lady Catherine, smiling, with a half -malicious twinkle of 
the eye. 

Just at this instant another door opened, and Lady Jane 
appeared. Luckily for me, the increased mirth of the party, 
as Lord Callonby informed them of my blunder, prevented 
their paying any attention to me ; for as I half sprang for- 
ward towards, her, my agitation would have revealed to any 
observer the whole state of my feelings. I took her hand, 
which she extended to me without speaking, and bowing 
deeply over it, raised my head and looked into her eyes, as 
if to read at one glance my fate ; and when I let fall her 
hand, I would not have exchanged my fortune for a 
kingdom. 

*' You have heard, Jane, how our friend opened his cam- 
paign in Munich last night ? " 

" Oh ! I hope, >rr. Lorrequer, they are only quizzing. 
You surely could not — " 

'< Could not ! What he could not, what he woidd not do, is 
beyond my calculation to make out," said Kilkee, laughing, 
— " anything in life, from breaking an axletree to hoaxing 
a king." I turned, as may be imagined, a deaf ear to this 
allusion, which re«illy frightened me, not knowing how far 
Kilkee's information might lead, nor how he might feel dis- 
posed to use it. Lady Jane turned a half-reproachful glance 
at me, as if rebuking my folly ; but the interest she thus 
took in me I would not have bartered for the smile of the 
proudest queen in Christendom. 

Breakfast over. Lord Callonby undertook to explain to 
the court the blunder by which I had unwittingly been be- 
trayed into personating the newly arrived minister; and as 



268 HARBY LORREQUER. 

the mistake was more of their causing than my own, m^^ 
excuses were accepted, and when his Lordship returned to 
the hotel, he brought with him an invitation for me to dine 
at court in my own unaccredited character. By this time I 
had been carrying on the siege as briskly as circumstances 
permitted ; Lady Callonby, being deeply interested in her 
newly arrived purchases, and Lady Catherine, being good- 
natured enough to pretend to be so also, left me, at inter- 
vals, many opportunities of speaking to Lady Jane. 

As I feared that such occasions would not often present 
themselves, I determined on making the best use of my 
time, and at once led the conversation towards the goal I 
aimed at, by asking if Lady Jane had completely forgotten 
the wild cliffs and rocky coast of Clare, amid the tall moun- 
tains and glaciered peaks of the Tyrol ? 

"Far from it," she replied. "I have a most clear re- 
membrance of bold Moher and the rolling swell of the blue 
Atlantic, and long to feel its spray once more upon mj 
cheek. But then, I knew it in childhood, — your acquain- 
tance with it was of a later date, and connected with fewer 
happy associations." 

" Fewer happy associations, — how can you say so ? 
Was it not there the brightest hours of my whole life 
were passed; was it not there I first met — " 

"Kilkee tells me," said Lady Jane, interrupting me 
shortly, "that Miss Bingham is extremely pretty." 

This was turning my flank with a vengeance ; so I mut- 
tered something about difference of tastes, etc., and contin- 
ued : " I understand my worthy cousin Guy had the good 
fortune to make your acquaintance in Paris." 

It was now her turn to blush, which she did deeply, and 
said nothing. 

" He is expected, I believe, in a few days at Munich," 
said I, fixing my eyes upon her, and endeavoring to read 
her thoughts. She blushed more deeply, and the blood at 
my own heart ran cold as I thought over all I had heard, 
and I muttered to myself, " She loves him." 

" Mr. Lorrequer, the carriage is waiting ; and as we are 
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going to the Gallery this morning and have much to see, 
pray let us have your escort." 

" Oh ! I 'm sure/' said Catherine, " his assistance will be 
considerable, — particularly if his knowledge of art only 
equals his tact in botany. Don't you think so, Jane ? " 
But Jane was gone. 

They left the room to dress, and I was alone, — alone 
with my anxious, now half-despairing thoughts, crowding 
and rushing upon my beating brain. " She loves him, and I 
have only come to witness her becoming the wife of another. 
I see it all too plainly, — my uncle's arrival ; Lord Callonby's 
familiar manner ; Jane's own confession. All, all convince 
me that my fate is decided. Now, then, for one last brief 
explanation, and I leave Mimich, never to see her more.'' 

Just as I had so spoken, she entered. Her gloves had 
been forgotten in the room, and she came in, not knowing 
that I was there. What would I not have given at that 
moment for the ready-witted assurance, the easy self-pos- 
session, with which I should have made my advances had 
my heart not been as deeply engaged as I now felt it! 
Alas ! my courage was gone ; there was too much at stake, 
and I preferred, now that the time was come, any suspense, 
any vacillation, to the dreadful certainty of refusal. 

These were my first thoughts as she entered ; how they 
were followed, I cannot say. The same wild confusion of 
my brain, which I once felt when mounting the breach in a 
storm-party, now completely beset me ; and as then, when 
death and destruction raged on every side, I held on my 
way, regardless of every obstacle, and forgetting all save 
the goal before me, so did I now, in the intensity of my 
excitement, disregard everything save the story of my love, 
which I poured forth with that fervor which truth only can 
give. But she spoke not ; her averted head, her cold and 
tremulous hand and half-drawn sigh, were all that replied 
to me as I waited for that one word upon which hung all 
my fortune. At length her hand, which I scarcely held 
within my own, was gently withdrawn. She lifted it to her 
eyes, but still was silent. 
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'' Enough," said I; " I seek not to pain you more. The 
daring ambition that prompted me to love you has luet its 
heaviest retribution. Farewell. You, Lady Jane^ have 
nothing to reproach yourself with, — you never encouraged, 
you never deceived me. I, and I alone, have been to blame, 
and mine must be the suffering. Adieu, then, once mortf. 
and forever." 

She turned slowly round, and as the handkerchief fell 
from her hand, — her features were pale as marble, — 1 
saw that she was endeavoring to speak, but could not ; and 
at length, as the color came slowly back to her cheek, her 
lips moved, and just as 1 leaned forward, with beating 
heart, to hear, her sister came running forward^ and 
suddenly checked herself in her career as she said, 
laughingly, — 

" Mille pardons, Jane, but his Excellency must take an- 
other occasion to explain the quadruple alliance ; for mam- 
ma has been waiting in the carriage these ten minutes.^' 

I followed them to the door, placed them in the carriage, 
and was turning again towards the house, when Lady Cal- 
lonby said, — 

" Oh, Mr. Lorrequer, we count upon you ! You must not 
desert us." 

I muttered something about not feeling well. 

"And then, perhaps, the Greek Loan is engaging your 
attention," said Catherine, — " or, mayhap, some reciprocity 
treaty is not prospering." 

The malice of this last sally told; for Jane blushed 
deeply, and I felt overwhelmed with confusion. 

" But pray come ; the drive will do you good." 

" Your Ladyship will, 1 am certain, excuse — " 

Just as I had got so far, I caught Lady Jane's eye, for 
the first time since we had left the drawing-room. What I 
read there I could not for the life of me, say ; but instead 
of finishing my sentence, I got into the carriage and drove 
off, very much to the surprise of Lady Callonby, who, ne%'er 
having studied magnetism, knew very little the cause of 
my sudden recovery. 
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The thrill of hope that shot through my heart, succeeding 
so rapidly the dark gloom of my despairing thoughts, 
buoyed me up ; and while I whispered to myself, " All may 
not yet be lost," I summoned my best energies to my aid. 
Luckily for me, I was better qualified to act as cicerone in 
a gallery than as a guide in a green-house ; and with the 
confidence that knowledge of a subject ever inspires, I rat- 
tled away about art and artists, — greatly to the edification of 
Lady Callonby, much to the surprise of Lady Catherine, 
and, better than all, evidently to the satisfaction of her to 
win whose praise I would gladly have risked my life. 

" There," said I, as I placed my fair friend before a de- 
licious little Madonna of Carlo Dolce, — " there is, perhaps, 
the triumph of coloring. From the downy softness of that 
cheek, the luscious depth of that blue eye, the waving rich- 
ness of those sunny locks, all is perfect. Fortunately so 
beautiful a head is not a monopoly, for he painted many 
copies of this picture." 

" Quite true," said a voice behind ; " and mine at Elton 
is, I think, if anything, better than this." 

1 turned, and beheld my good old uncle, Sir Guy, who 
was standing beside Lady Callonby. While I welcomed 
my worthy relative, I could not help casting a glance 
around to see if Guy were also there ; and not perceiving 
him, my heart beat freely again. 

My uncle, it appeared, had just arrived, and lost no time 
in joining us at the gallery. His manner to me was cordial 
to a degree; and I perceived that, immediately upon being in- 
troduced to Lady Jane, he took considerable pains to observe 
her, and paid her the most marked attention. 

The first moment I could steal unnoticed, I took the op- 
portunity of asking if Guy were come. That one fact was 
to me all, and upon the answer to my question I hung with 
deep anxiety. 

" Guy here ? No, not yet. The fact is. Harry, my boy, 
Guy has not got on here as well as I could have wished. 
Everything had been arranged aiilong us; Callonby be- 
haved most handsomely, and as far as regarded myself, I 
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threw no impediment in the way. But still, I don't know- 
how it was, but Guy did not advance, and the matter 
now — " 

'' Pray, how does it stand ? Have you any hopes to put 
all to rights again ? " 

'* Yes, Harry, I think, with your assistance, much may 
be done." 

" Oh! count upon me, by all means," said I, with a 
sneering bitterness that my uncle could not have escaped 
remarking, had his attention not been drawn off by Lady 
Callonby. 

"What have I done, what sin did I meditate before I 
was bom, that I should come into the world branded with 
failure in all I attempt ? Is it not enough that my cousin, 
my elder by some months, should be rich while I am poor, 
honored and titled while I am unknown and unnoticed, but 
is he also to be preferred to me in every station in life ? 
Is there no feeling of the heart so sacred that it must not 
succumb to primogeniture ? " 

"What a dear old man Sir Guy is!" said Catherine, 
interrupting my sad reflections, " and how gallant ! He is 
absolutely flirting with Lady Jane." 

And quite true it was. The old gentleman was paying 
his devoirs with a studied anxiety to please that went to 
my very heart as I witnessed it. The remainder of that 
day to me was a painful and suffering one. My intention 
of suddenly leaving Munich had been abandoned, — why, I 
knew not. I felt that I was hoping against hope, and that 
my stay was only to confirm, by the most " damning proof," 
how surely I was fated to disappointment. My reasonings 
all ended in one point. "If she really love Guy, then my 
present attentions can only be a source of unhappiness to 
her; if she do not, is there any prospect that, from the 
bare fact of my attachment, so proud a family as the 
Callonbys will suffer their daughter to make a mere 
love-match ? " 

There was but one answer to this question, and I had at 
last the courage to make it; and yet the Callonbys had 
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marked me out for their attentions, and had gone imusually 
out of their way to inflict injury upon me, if all were meant 
to end in nothing. " If I only could bring myself to think 
that this was a systematic game adopted by them to lead to 
the subsequent arrangement with my cousin ; if I could but 
satisfy my doubts on this head — " What threats of ven- 
geance I muttered, I cannot remember, for I was summoned 
at that critical moment to attend the party to the palace. 

The state of excitement I was in was an ill preparative 
for the rigid etiquette of a court dinner. All passed off, 
however, happily, and the King, by a most good-natured 
allusion to the blunder of the night before, set me perfectly 
&t ease on that head. 

I was placed next to Lady Jane at dinner ; and half from 
wounded pride, half from the momentarily increasing convic- 
tion that all was lost, chatted away gayly, without any evi- 
dence of a stronger feeling than that which the mere vicinity 
of a pretty person is sure to inspire. What success this 
game was attended with, I know not ; but the suffering it 
cost me, I shall never cease to remember. One satisfaction 
I certainly did experience, — she was manifestly piqued, and 
several times turned towards the .person on the other side 
of her, to avoid the tone of indifference in which I discussed 
matters that were actually wringing my own heart at the 
moment. Yet such was the bitterness of my spirit that I 
set down this conduct on her part as coquetry, and quite 
convinced myself that any slight encouragement she might 
ever have given my attentions was only meant to indulge 
a spirit of vanity, by adding another to the list of her 
conquests. 

A^ the feeling grew upon me, I suppose my manner to 
her became more palpably cutting, for it ended at last in 
our discontinuing to speak ; and when we retired from the 
palace, I accompanied her to the carriage in silence, and 
wished her a cold and distant good-night, without any ad- 
vance to touch her hand at parting, — and yet that parting 
I had destined for our last. 

The greater part of tliat night I spent in writing letters. 

TGI,. II. — 18 
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One was to Jane herself, owning my affections^ coi 
that even the rudeness of my late conduct was the fruit of 
ity and finally assuring her that failing to win from her any 
return of my passion, I had resolved never to meet her 
more. I also wrote a short note to my uncle, thanking him 
for all he had formerly done in my hehalf, but coldly de- 
clining for the future any assistance upon his part, resolv- 
ing that upon my own efforts alone should I now rest my 
fortunes. To Lord Callonby I wrote at greater length, 
recapitulating the history of our early intimacy, and accus- 
ing him of encouraging me in expectations which, as he 
never intended to confirm them, were fated to prove my 
ruin. More, much more, I said, which to avow I should 
gladly shrink from, were it not that 1 have pledged myself 
to honesty in these " Confessions ; " and as they depict the 
bitterness and misery of my spirit, 1 must plead goflty to 
them here. In a word, I felt myself injured. I saw no 
outlet for redress, and the only consolation open to my 
wounded pride and crushed affection was to show that if I 
felt myself a victim, at least I was not a dupe. I set about 
packing up for the journey, — whither, I knew not. My 
leave was nearly expired, yet 1 could not bear the thought 
of rejoining the regiment. My only desire was to leave 
Munich, and that speedily. When all my arrangements 
were completed, I went down noiselessly to the inn-yard to 
order post-horses by daybreak; there, to my surprise, I 
found all activity and bustle. Though so late at night, a 
courier had arrived from England for Lord Callonby, with 
some important despatches from the government This 
would, at any other time, have interested me deeply ; now 
I heard the news without a particle of feeling, and I made 
all the necessary dispositions for my journey, without pay- 
ing the slightest attention to what was going on about me. 
I had just finished, when Lord Callonby's valet came to say 
that his Lordship wished to see me immediately in his 
dressing-room. Though I would gladly have declined any 
further interview, I saw no means of escape, and followed 
the servant to his Lordship's room. 
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There I found Lord Callonbyin his dressing-gown and 
nightcap, surrounded by papers, letters, despatch-boxes, 
and red-tape-tied parcels, that all bespoke business. 

" Lorrequer, sit down, my boy. I have much to say to 
you ; and as we have no time to lose, you must forego a 
little sleep. Is the door closed ? I have just received most 
important news from England; and to begin." Here his 
Lordship opened a letter and read as follows : — 

Mt dear Lord, — They are out at last, — the majority on Friday 
increoBed to forty yesterday evening, when they resigned ; the Duke 
has meanwhile assumed the reins till further arrangements can be 
perfected, and despatches are now preparing to bring all our friends 

about us. The only rumors as yet are, L for the Colonies, H 

to the Foreign Office, W President of the Council, and, we anx- 
iously hope, yourself Viceroy in Ireland. In any case, lose no time 
in coming back to England. The struf^le will be a sharp one, as 
the outs are distractedy and we shall want yon much. Ever yours, 
my dear lord, 

HSNBT w 

''This is much sooner than I looked for, Lorrequer, — 
perhaps almost than I wished ; but as it has taken place, 
we must not decline the battle. Kow, what I wanted with 
you is this : if I go to Ireland, I should like your accep- 
tance of the Private Secretary's office. Come, come, no ob- 
jections ; you know that you need not leave the army, — 
you can become imattached ; I '11 arrange all that. A prapos, 
this concerns you, — it is from the Horse Guards ; you need 
not read it now, though, — it is merely your gazette to the 
company. Your promotion, however, shall not stop there. 
However, the important thing I want with you is this : I 
wish you to stait for England to-morrow ; circumstances 
prevent my going from this for a few days. You can see 

L and W , etc., and explain all I have to say ; I 

shall write a few letters and some hints for your own guid- 
ance ; and as Kilkee never would have head for these mat- 
ters, I look to your friendship to do it for me." 

Looking only to the past, as the proposal suited my 
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already made resolve to quit Munich, I acceded at once, 
and assured Lord Callonby that I should be ready in an 
hour. 

'* Quite right, Lorrequer, but still I shall not need this ; 
you cannot leave before eleven or twelve o'clock, — in fact, 
I have another service to exact at your hands before we 
part with you. Meanwhile, try and get some sleep; you 
are not likely to know anything of a bed before you reach 
the Clarendon." . 

So saying, he hurried me from the room, and as he closed 
the door, I heard him muttering his satisfaction that 
already, so far, all had been well arranged. 



CHAPTER XXXIL 

CONCLUSION. 

Sleep came on me without my feeling it, and amid all 
the distracting cares and pressing thoughts that embarrassed 
me. I only awoke when the roll of the caliche soimded be- 
neath my window, and warned me that I must be stirring 
and ready for the road. 

** Since it is to be thus/' thought I, << it is much better 
that this opportunity should occur of my getting away at 
once, and thus obviate the unpleasantness of any future 
meeting with Lady Jane, and the thousand conjectures that 
my departure, so sudden and unannounced, might give rise 
to. So be it; and I have now only one hope more, — that 
the terms we last parted on may prevent her appearing at 
the breakfast-table." With these words I entered the room 
where the Callonbys were assembled. 

" This is too provoking really, Mr. Lorrequer," said Lady 
Callonby, with her sweetest smile and most civil manner ; 
" quite too bad to lose you now that you have just joined us." 

"Come, no tampering with our party," said Lord Cal- 
lonby ; " my friend here must not be seduced by honeyed 
words and soft speeches from the high-road that leads to 
honors and distinctions. Now for your instructions." Here 
his Lordship entered into a very deep discussion as to the 
conditions upon which his support might be expected and 
relied upon, which Kilkee from time to time interrupted by 
certain quizzing allusions to the low price he put upon his 
services, and suggested that a mission for myself should 
certainly enter into the compact. 

At length breakfast was over, and Lord Callonby said : 
*^ Now make you^ adieux, and let me see you for a moment 
in Sir Guy's room ; we have a little discussion there, in 
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' which your assistance is wanting." I accordingly took my 
farewell of Lady Callonby, and approached to do so to Lady 
Jane ; but, much to my surprise, she made me a very dis- 
tant salute, and sai^^ in her coldest tone, << I hope you may 
have a pleasant journey." Before I had recovered my sur- 
prise at this movement, Kilkee came forward and offered 
to accompany me a few miles of the road. I accepted rea- 
dily the kind offer, and once more bowing to the ladies, 
withdrew. "And thus it is," thought I, "that I leave all 
my long-dreamed-of happiness, and such is the end of man^- 
a long day's ardent expectation." When I entered my 
uncle's room, my temper was certainly not in the mood 
most fit for further trials, though it was doomed to meet 
them. 

" Harry, my boy, we are in a great want of you here, and 
as time presses, we must state our case very briefly. You 
are aware, Sir Guy tells me, that your cousin Guy has been 
received among us as the suitor of my eldest daughter. It 
has been an old compact between us to unite our families 
by ties still stronger than our very ancient friendship, and 
this match has been accordingly looked to by us both with 
much anxiety. Now, although on our parts I think no ob- 
stacle intervenes, yet I am sorry to say there appear diffi- 
culties in other quarters. In fact, certain stories have 
reached Lady Jane's ears concerning your cousin which 
have greatly prejudiced her against him, and we have rea- 
son to think most unfairly ; for we have succeeded in trac- 
ing some of the offences in question, not to Guy, but to a 
Air. jMorewood, who, it seems, has personated your cousin 
upon more than one occasion, and not a little to his disad- 
vantage. Now, we wish you to sift these matters to the 
bottom, by your going to Paris as soon as you can venture 
to leave London. Find out this man, and, if possible, make 
all straight. If money is wanting, he must of course have 
it ; but bear one thing in mind, that any possible step 
which may remove this unhappy impression from my 
daughter's mind will be of infinite service, and never forgot- 
ten by us. Kilkee, too, has taken some dislike to Guy. 
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Tou have only, however, to talk to him on the matter, and 
he is sure to pay attention to you." 

" And, Harry," said my uncle, " tell Guy I am much dis- 
pleased that he is not here ; I expected him to leave Paris 
with me, but some absurd wager at the Jockey Club detained 
him." 

" Another thing, Harry, you may as well mention to your 
cousin, — that Sir Guy has complied with every sugges- 
tion that he formerly threw out; he will understand the 
allusion." 

" Oh, yes ! " said my uncle. " Tell him roundly he shall 
have Elton Hall. I have fitted up Marsden for myself, so 
no difficulty lies in that quarter." 

'< You may add, if you like, that my present position with 
the Grovernment enables me to offer him a speedy prospect 
of a regiment, and that I think he had better not leave the 
army." 

''And say that by next post Hamercloth's bond for the 
six thousand shall be paid off, and let him send me a note 
of any other large sum he owes." 

'' And above all things, no more delays. I must leave 
this for England inevitably, and as the ladies will probably 
prefer wintering in Italy — " 

"Oh! certainly," said my uncle; "the wedding must 
take place at once." 

"I scarcely can ask you to come to us on the occasion, 
though I need not say how greatly we should all feel grati- 
fied if you could do so," said my lord. 

While this cross-fire went on from both sides, I looked 
from one to the other of the speakers. My first impression 
was that, having perceived and disliked my attention to 
Lady Jane, they adopted this mauvaise platsanterte as a 
kind of smart lesson for my future guidance. My next 
impression was that they were really in earnest, but about 
the very stupidest pair of old gentlemen that ever wore 
hair-powder. 

" And this is all ? " said I, drawing a long breath, and in- 
wardly uttering a short prayer for patience. 
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" Whji I believe I have mentioned eveiything/' said Lord 
Callonby, <' except that if anything occurs to yourself that 
offers a prospect of forwarding this affair, we leave you a 
carte blanche to adopt it" 

'< Of course, then/' said I, '^ I am to understand that as 
no other difficulties lie in the way than those your Lord- 
ship has mentioned, the feelings of the parties — their 
affections — are mutual?" 

" Oh ! of course ; your cousin, I suppose, has made him- 
self agreeable. He is a good-looking fellow, and, in fact, 
I am not aware why they should not like each other, eh. 
Sir Guy ? " 

'^ To be sure ; and the Elton estates run half the shire 
with your Gloucestershire property. Never was there a 
more suitable match." 

" Then only one point remains, and that being complied 
with, you may reckon upon my services, — nay, more; I 
promise you success. Lady Jane's own consent must be 
previously assured to me ; without this, I must positively 
decline moving a step in the matter: that once obtained, 
freely and without constraint, I pledge myself to do all you 
require." 

"Quite fair, Harry; I perfectly approve of your scru- 
ples." So saying, his Lordship rose and left the room. 

"Well, Harry, and yourself, — what is to be done for 
you ? Has Callonby offered you anything yet ? " 

" Yes, sir, his Lordship has most kindly offered me the 
under-secretaryship in Ireland ; but I have resolved on de- 
clining it, though I shall not at present say so, lest he 
should feel any delicacy in employing me upon the present 
occasion." 

"Why, is the boy deranged? Decline it! What have 
you got in the world that you should refuse such aa 
appointment ? " 

The color mounted to my cheeks, my temples burned, 
and what I should have replied to this taunt I know not, for 
passion had completely mastered me. When Lord Callonby 
again entered the room, his usually calm and pale face was 
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agitated and finslied, and liis manner tremulous and hurried. 
For an instant he was silent; then^ turning towards my 
uncle, he took his hand affectionately and said, — 

" My good old friend, I am deeply, deeply grieved ; but we 
must abandon this scheme. I have just seen my daughter, 
and from the few words which we have had together, I find 
that her dislike to the match is invincible, and, in fact, she 
has obtained my promise never again to allude to it. If I 
were willing to constrain the feelings of my child, you your- 
self would not permit it. So here let us forget that we 
ever hoped for, ever calculated on, a plan in which both our 
hearts were so deeply interested." 

These words, few as they were, were spoken with deep 
feeling, and for the first time I looked upon the speaker 
with sincere regard. They were both silent for some 
minutes. Sir Guy, who was himself much agitated, spoke 
first 

'' So be it then, Callonby, and thus do I relinquish one — 
perhaps the only — cheering prospect my advanced age held 
out to me. I have long wished to have your daughter for 
my niece, and since I have known her, the wish has in- 
creased tenfold." 

'' It was the chosen dream of all my anticipations," said 
Lord Callonby; "and now Jane's affections only — But 
let it pass." 

" And is there then really no remedy ? Can nothing be 
thought of ? " 

" Nothing." 

" I am not quite so sure, my lord," said I, tremulously. 

" No, no, Lorrequer ; you are a ready witted fellow, I 
know, but this passes even your ingenuity. Besides, I have 
given her my word." 

" Even so." 

" Why, what do you mean ? Speak out, man," said Sir 
Guy. " I '11 give you ten thousand pounds on the spot if 
you suggest a means of overcoming this difficulty." 

'< Perhaps you might not accede afterwards." 



1 
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" I pledge myself to it" 

''And I too/' said Lord GaUonby, ''if no unfair stratar 
gem be resorted to towards my daughter. If she only give 
her free and willing consent, I agree/' . 

" Then you must bid higher, uncle ; ten thousand won't 
do, for the bargain is well worth the money." 

" Name your price, boy, and keep your word." 

"Agreed, then. Holding my uncle to his promise, I 
pledge myself that his nephew shall be the husband of 
Lady Jane Callonby. And now, my lord, write Harry, vice 
Guy, in the contract, and I am certain my uncle is too faith- 
ful to his plighted word, and too true to his promise, not to 
say it shall be." 

The suddenness of this rash declaration absolutely stunned 
them both ; and then, recovering at the same moment^ their 
eyes met 

"Fairly caught, Guy!" said Lord Callonby. "A bold 
stroke, if it only succeed." 

"And it shall, by G ^," said my uncle; "Elton is 

yours, Harry. And with seven thousand a year, and my 
nephew to boot, Callonby won't refuse you." 

There are moments in life in which conviction will follow 
a bold coup de main that never would have ensued from the 
slow process of reasoning. Luckily for me, this was one of 
those happy intervals. Lord Callonby, catching my uncle's 
enthusiasm, seized me by the hand and said, — 

"With her consent, Lorrequer, you may count upon 
mine ; and faith, if truth must be told, I always preferred 
you to the other ! " 

What my uncle added, I waited not to listen to, but with 
one bound sprang from the room, dashed upstairs to Lady 
Callonby's drawing-room, looked rapidly around to see if 
she were there, and then, without paying the slightest at- 
tention to the questions of Lady CaJlonby and her youngest 
daughter, was turning to leave the room, when my eye 
caught the flutter of a cashmere shawl in the garden be- 
neath. In an instant the window was torn open, I stood 
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upon the sill, and though the fall was some twenty feet, 
with one spring I took it, and before the ladies had recov- 
ered from their first surprise at my unaccountable conduct, 
put the finishing stroke to their amazement by throwing 
my arms around Lady Jane and clasping her to my heart. 

I cannot remember by what process I explained the 
change that had taken place in my fortunes. I have some 
very vague recollection of vows of eternal love being min- 
gled with praises of my worthy uncle ; and the state of my 
affections and finances were jumbled up together, but still 
sufficiently intelligible to satisfy my beloved Jane that this 
time, at least, I made love with something more than my 
oum consent to support me. Before we had walked half 
round the garden she had promised to be mine, and Harry 
Lorrequer, who rose that morning with nothing but de- 
spair and darkness before him, was now the happiest of 
men. 

Dear reader, I have little more to confess. Lord Cal- 
lonby's politics were fortunately deemed of more moment 
than maidenly scruples, and the treasury benches more re- 
spected than the trousseau. Our wedding was therefore 
settled for the following week. Meanwhile every day 
seemed to teem with its own meed of good fortune. My 
good uncle, under whose patronage, forty odd years before. 
Colonel Kamworth had obtained his commission, undertook 
to effect the reconciliation between him and the Wallers, 
who now only waited for our wedding before they set out 
for Hydrabad Cottage, that snug receptacle of curry and 
Madeira, Jack confessing that he would rather listen to the 
siege of Java by that fireside than hear an account of 
Waterloo from the lips of the Great Duke himself. 

I wrote to Trevanion to invite him over to Munich for 
the ceremony, and the same post which informed me that he 
was en route to join us, brought also a letter from my eccen- 
tric friend O'Leary, which, his name having so often occurred 
in these " Confessions," I am tempted to read aloud, — the 
more so as its contents are no secret, Kilkee having insisted 
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upon reading it to a committee of the whole family assem> 
bled after dinner. 

Deab Lorrbquer, — The trial is over, and I am acqmtted, bat 
Btill in Sainte-P^lagie ; for as the Crovemment were determined to cut 
iiiy head off if guilty, so the mob resolved to murder me if innocent. 
A pleasant situation this 1 Before the trial I was the most popular 
man in Paris, my face was in every print-shop, pkster busts of me, 
with a great organ behind the ear, in all the thoroughfares, and niy 
autograph selling at six-and-twenty sous, and a lock of my boir at 
five francs. Now that it is proved I did not murder the minister 
at war (who is in excellent health and spirits), the popular feeling 
against me is very violent, and I am looked upon as an impostor 
who had obtained his notoriety under false pretences, and Yemet, 
who had begun my picture for a Judas, has left off in disgust. Your 
friend Trevanion is a trump ; he procured a Tippeniiy gentleman 
to run away with Mrs. Ram, and they were married at Frankfort on 
Tuesday last. By the by, what an escape you bad of Emily 1 She 
was only quizzing you all the time. She is engaged to be married 
to Tom O'Flaherty, who is here now. Emily's imitation of you, 
with the hat a > little on one side and a handkerchief flourishing 
away in one hand, is capital ; but when she kneels down and says, 
" Dearest Emily," etc, you 'd swear it was yourself. [Here the 
laughter of the auditory prevented Kilkee proceeding, who, to my 
utter confusion, resumed after a little :] Don't be losing your time 
making up to Lord Callonby's daughter [here came another burst of 
laughter] ; they say here you have not a chance, and, moreover, she 's 
a downright flirt. [**It is your turn now, Jane,*' said Kilkee, scarcely 
able to proceed.] Besides that, her father's a pompous old Tory, 
that won't give a sixpence with her; and the old curmudgeon your 
uncle has as much idea of providing for you as he has of dyin<7. 
[This last sally absolutely convulsed all parties.] To be sure, Kil- 
kee 's a fool, but he is no use to you. [*' Begad, I thought I was 
going to escape," said the individual alluded to ; '* but your friend 
O'Leary cuts on every side of him."] 

The letter, after some very grave refliections upon the 
hopelessness of my pursuit, concluded with a kind pledge 
to meet me soon and become my travelling companion. 
" Meanwhile,'^ added the writer, " I must cross over to 
London and look after my new work, which is to come 
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out soon, under the title of 'The Loiterings of Arthur 
O'Leary/ " 

This elegant epistle formed the subject of much laughter 
and conversation amongst us long after it was concluded, 
and little triumph could be claimed by any party, where 
nearly all were so roughly handled. So passed the last 
evening I spent in Munich. The next morning I was 
married. 



THE END. 
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